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PREFACE. 



LETTER FROM THE AUTHOR TO 
NICHOLAS THIRNING MOILE. 

My dbar MoiLE, 

Upon publishing a work suggested and 
encouraged by your example in the tragedy of 
Philip the Second, I hope our long intimacy may 
excuse my thus addressing you; not indeed to 
compliment you upon what you are already well 
assured has my sincerest approval, but because I 
know no other person, to whom I can so accept- 
ably make my apology for the present attempt to 
imitate, in dramatic verse, the passions and opinions, 
the characters and events of a most strange and 
momentous epoch in history. For, without any 
endeavour to emulate other peculiarities of your 
style, the kind of versification employed in your 
poem has been adopted in mine; though I am 
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IV PREFACE. 

sadly afraid you and I are the only individual 
(this being one of the few English words that have 
a dual termination) to whom the fitness of such 
verse for such subjects is apparent. But, though 
the pleasure derived from the consonance of final ..^ 
syllables in a couplet is not perhaps of much im- ><; ^ 
portance, the effect has appeared to us very advan- 
tageous, in marking the termination of lines, in sj^,, 
distinguishing their rhythm and emphasis, in giving ^(^.^ 
principal ideas a strong relief, and in admitting and 
enforcing those elliptical and antithetical modes of \\^^^ 
expression, which are congenial to brevity of diction, [^ ^ 
to energy of thought and of passion, and to the i^^ 
genius of our language. And if there be in the to ^^ 
declaiming of such verses any thing, that neutralizes »^^^^^ 
these advantages, perhaps now that legitimate rouj 
tragedy is becoming more and more estranged from 
our scenic tastes, and is often more relished in quiet ^1],]^ 
perusal, a new reason may have arisen for nol \ 
excluding this kind of versification from compe- 
tition with blank verse, at least in what is called 
the unacted drama. Here, therefore, a writer may 
reasonably expect to be allowed to follow the (|)^, 
course most agreeable to himself — a liberty thai 
is little likely to be abused in this respect, an( 
may probably tend to make his work more agree W 
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PREFACE. V 

able to others. There is no labour like the labour 
of love. 

It has always been to me a subject of regret, 
that you should have adopted the work of any 
other author for imitation, rather than have pro- 
duced a poem entirely new, both in theme and 
treatment. For whatever originality may have 
been introduced by you, in sentiments and cha- 
racters, as well as in imagery and other embellish- 
ments, more than usual familiarity with the original 
is required to discern either the propriety of imita- 
tions or the merit of any deviations; and where 
that familiarity exists, its prepossessions are sure 
to make comparisons to the disadvantage of any 
version. But if your desire was, at once, to form 
your own powers for the drama, and at the same 
time make an experiment of this kind of verse, 
while the responsibility for the whole seemed thus 
in some measure to be divided with the author 
you followed, few of all tragedians could be worthier 
the occasion than, your model, Alfieri, and of all 
his tragedies none perhaps fitter for your purpose 
than The Filipo. With regard to English models, 
however, your object appears also to have been 
almost the converse of his with respect to French 
tragedy. He was so bent on avoiding what he 
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termed the cantilena of that school, as to appear 
sometimes to have incurred the opposite fault, in 
his abrupt, rough and inverted sentences; you 
seem to have desired to save yourself from that 
exuberance, to which blank verse lends so fatal 
a facility, in dialogue and characters, and have 
therefore apparently endeavoured to attain the 
terse, rapid and condensed style, which English 
heroics almost necessitate. But is it clear that 
you have not sometimes returned to the cantilena^ 
which forms the besetting sin and misery of that 
metre? And in some places have you not also 
committed a greater fault, that though your rhymes 
may be perfect, so far as consonance of syllables 
is concerned, they are not always, as they should 
be, the pivot of the principal thought in the 
couplet, or the most emphatic word of the main 
idea ? If, therefore, you still agree that such verse 
ought to reassert and hold its place in dramatic as 
well as in other poetry, you must either surpass this 
imitation by some thoroughly original tragedy, 
or, as perhaps you are less qualified to do, content 
yourself with accusing public taste and the vulgar 
opinion. Or, for another alternative, since your 
Drama of Cicero is never to be finished, and your 
new edition of the State Trials has been discon- 
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// PREFACE. Vll 

tinued, Special Pleading may, I trust, always 
enable you to imitate the Piper of old, who, having 

■- * vainly tried his melody on the sea-shore, at last 

1^ cast in his nets, and, on bringing to land a draught 

of fishes, exclaimed '^ But you would not dance 

^ when I was piping." 

I abstain, reluctantly, from offering on the pre- 
^ sent occasion either any further remarks upon your 

\^ poem, or excuse for mine. Only let me conclude 

with exhorting you, and encouraging myself, still 
to exercise and enjoy, in the intervals of graver 
employments, this taste and pursuit, which bears 

If within itself one characteristic at least of worth, in 

being its own reward. The sole merit consists, no 
doubt, in thus doing our best to cultivate our own 

^ faculties, and in attempting to contribute to the 

amusement of others. If in vain, abundant con- 
solation may be found in the pleasure of that effort, 
and, let us hope, sufficient justification in the in- 
nocence of the motive. Or, if neither of these ex- 
cuses can extend to publication, e'en let that pass 
for a venial piece of folly, to the penalties of which 
we may still oppose patience and good humour. 
And, as I remember once, an announcement by a 
friend of ours of his intention to publish was re- 
ceived by you with an immediate promise to order 
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an early copy of your trunk-maker^ let me endea- 
vour to anticipate that source of supply^ and send 
you this little volume, with my kind regards. 

Believe me always truly, 

Yours, 

H. B. 

I9th May, 1854. 
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PERSONS. 



ROBESPIERRE (MAXIMILIAN). 

SAINT-JUST. 

COUTHON. 

ROBESPIERRE THE. YOUNGER (AUGUSTINE). 

VARENNES. 

BARR^RE. 

MERLIN. 

D'ANGLAS. 

TALLIEN. 

TERESA DE FONTENAI. 

A VOICE. 

Deputies— Jacobins, Mountaineers, Moderates. 

Guards— Officer, Apparitor, Jailor, Serjeant. 

Prisoners. 

Populace. 



THE PRELUDE. 



Daughter of France ! though beautifiil thy bowers, 
With arches, golden domes and pillared towers, 
Where statues gleam through orange-scented shades. 
And the Seine pours by quays and colonnades ; 
Thee there though Mars entrench, the Muse caress. 
Each art adorn, and science vie to bless ; 
Though commerce pearl thy path, as morning dew, 
And mirth, as sunshine, with a shout pursue : 
O'er all a rayen looms ! a shadow spreads ! 
Anon shapes glimmer ghastlier than the dead's ! 
Shapes, at whose shriek thy catacombs resound — 
The past reverberates from its dark profound. 
The future startles pale, and both combine 
To evoke their pageants and to blend with thine. 
Each pavement teems with ramparts blood shall seal ; 
Each belfry trembles — Tis the tocsin's peal ! 
b2 



4 THE PRELUDE. 

To arms ! Drums double ; cannons rend their mouth. 
Hymns, breathing storm and slaughter, fire the south. 
Ho ! Red caps, forward ! Hags, of snaky teeth, 
With staff and spindle, speed to seats beneath— 
Where tall, as towers tlie imperial spire of brass, 
And stained, as stands yon monolith's red mass, 
Twin beams ascend. Their feet in crimson tread. 
A cloud with lightning pregnant wraps their head. 
Whence, flash on flash, a clanking cleaver swoops; 
The neck«stroke echoes, and heads roll, as hoops. 
Who has not heard it, found it in the wood, 
Seen from o'er seas, and mid the carnage stood? 
On fancy's wing when soars the soul sublime, 
And poured through nature's bursts the bound of time; 
To brood like night o'er Paris blood-distained, 
The night no sleep beguiled, for Terror reigned. 
E en scenic shows that night were eyed askance : 
Tears joined the feast, a skeleton the dance. 
Streets darkened; suburbs howled; the bars were 
bound, 
he boulevards grew dumb as burial ground, 
tramp of soldiere throbbed through every stone; 
And earth far shuddered at the tumbrel's groan. 
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Each void day made in prisons fast is filled. 

Each sovereign conclave meets in club and guild. 

But where's the master mind ? whose lips give laws : 

He, who enlists e'en death in virtue's cause ; 

And owns a great Supreme, and seems his rod. 

And founds a faith for men that know not God. - 

Lured by a lull ere storms again begin, 

And fled from outward war to wars within. 

He strays through meads, beyond the barrier's gate, 

But not the scaffold's shade, and fathoms fate ; 

And muses to the moon on Kings and crimes ; 

And questions conscience ; which replies sometimes. 

As toward a brook, that baits the serpent's snare, 

A pard slow pacing snuffs the midnight air. 

Lo ! sheen in azure garb, with face deject. 

Unconscious steps, and wandering intellect, 

He stalks ; his lips compressed or muttering fain ; 

Hands clenched, or raised to clasp a feverish brain ; 

Alone he stalks, or followed but by fear. 

Startles, stares round, stalks on, the mystic Robespierre. 
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ACT I. 
SCENE I. 

ROBESPIERRE. 
Blood. What will history say? The Seine runs red. 
March on ! The hills are shouting blood or bread. 
Freedom and France still freshen at the stream. 
Blood. 

A VOICE. 

Blood— 

ROBESPIERRE. 

What's that ! An echo ? Bah ! a dream. 
On ! Life for life ! And mine the happier ? No. 
'Tis social war. They perish at a blow. 
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A clink, a cleaver's swoop, a clank, cut, crash — 
And death. 'Tis nothing. Severed heads may gnash. 
May scowl —A hullock's, galvanized, can more. 
An instant spasm — and life and death are o'er. 
The gurgling flush, the forehead plunging prone. 
The hireling's hiss, the crush of flesh and hone — 
No sufferer hears them — I survive to bear. 
I with each victim climb again the stair ; 
Retrace the knife's ascent, and plank's incline ; 
And every neck there pinioned next is mine. 
Blest ! who for once sits underneath aghast 
To number sixty strokes and brook the last : 
And oh — where Danton joined the foes he drave 
With threats to drag me after— blest the grave ! 
Whether he wreak his menace thence, or there 
But found the nothingness he hoped to share. 
Hydra ! for whose one head an hundred stand. 
Some, like Barr^re, would lick the hangman's hand : 
And some, like Merlin, bridle tall — ^too tall ! 
Tallien has pride— and pride precedes a fall. 
And Fontenai has tongue— that death must still. 
Yes, yes— there's many a basket yet to fill. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 9 

But now a moment's pause^ a moment's peace ! 
Choose thine own inmates, come, my soul, and cease 
To sit beneath the scafibld and repine, 
Or edge an axe for others' neck or thine — 
Oh for a lantern to read Couthon's heart ! 
Saint- Just is honest ? Yes. Misdoubt, depart ! 
Now, calm as virtue, night renews her reign. 
The full moon's radiance inundates a plain. 
That spreads its verdure far from wall or tree. 
'Tis Nature's self expatiates here with me, 
With life, with feeling all her features beam. 
Yes, here man communes with the great Supreme. 
Him every star proclaims from yonder sphere, 
And earth for answer finds a tongue here— 

VOICE. 

Hear! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Again ! Thou dreamer ! 'twas a watchdog's howl. 
That startles to the wood yon hovering owl. 
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My perils are from man. But none is nigh. 

Alone with Nature and the night am I. 

To scan the glistening earth, and cloudless pole, 

And own and join the Universe's soul. 

Can aught his fane, his presence more resemble ? 

Him face to face here hail, nor tremble ! 

VOICE. 

Tremble! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

What's that ! Who spoke ! Whence is it earth and air 
Thus mock me with an echo ? Who goes there ! 
Nothing. For shame ! Some beast's alarm, or bird's. 
Why should my fancy shape the sound to words ? 
Have I beheaded Kings to dote with priests ? 
No — Nature's voice, a brigand's, or a beast's. 
Why tremble ? Bah ! was then that blood so pure ? 
Whom have I robbed ? What cannot I endure ? 
Let vice abscond 1 let peculation fly ! 
And quail, who question Providence ! But I, 



ACT I. SCENE T. 11 

Who strnck the intriguers down, the athiests trod, 
I, who decreed the existence of a God, 
Illumed the grave with hope's immortal mom. 
For which — 

VOICE. 

Who reigns above thee laughs to scorn. 



ROBESPIERRE. 

Brigands ! Where am I ? In a dream, or swound ? 



VOICE. 

Blood— 



ROBESPIERRE. 

Help! 

VOICE. 

Blood cries against thee from the ground. 
c2 



12 ROBESPIERRE. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Who's there? 

VOICE. 

France. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Where, where art thou ? 

VOICE. 

Where art thou ? 
Once SO afraid of blood upon thy brow, 
Thou fled'st the judgment-seat, lest there thy breath 
Should serve to doom some parricide to death. 
And now what sanguine streams about thee run ! 
How many innocents hast thou slaughtered'] 
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ROBESPIERRE. 

None. 

VOICE. 

Out ! on false merit and factitious crime, 

Mists of the mount, that morning s hour begrime. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 18 

The whirlwind and the flood, that round thee rise. 
Shall sweep to sea that subterfuge of lies. 
By any standard judged but theirs alone. 
What head has fallen so guilty as thine own ? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Hebert's. 

VOICE. 

Thou stepping-stone ! o'er muck to wend — 
Sword ! of whose wrath thou can'st not comprehend — 
For grace if brigands vouch their victim's guilt, 
Who shall want warrant when thy blood is spilt ? 
Prepare then ! How shall France permit thee more 
To flood her vallies with their people's gore ? 
How hold the hand, whose cimeter is forth, 
To deal thy crimes and furies all their worth ? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Whose hand? 

VOICE. 

A hand thou never shall detect, 
Nor can'st escape — though whose, is not suspect ? 
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Armed, and if blood-etained fitter for its part 
To grasp thine daily while it seeks thy heart; 
A gleam in sunshine, and a shade by night. 
That hand pursues thee, and now towers to smite. 

ROBBSPIERRE. 

Smite! Smite — 

VOICE. 

This neither is the place nor time. 
Live, and fill up the measure of thy crime ! 
On ! ignorant whither, wrapt in pride and gloom — 
Fanatic pedant ! struggle with thy doom. 
As a wasp wrestles with the spider's woof. 
Think of it ! dream ! The cleaver climbs aloof. 
A clink, a clanking swoop, a cut, crash, chasm. 
Flush, gnashing, quivering— and where ends the spasm? 
Who next? 'Tis Robespierre. Up, up the stair ! 
I see red clots already cloud thy hair : 
The plank leaps toward thee, like a snake uncurled : 
And thy last horrible shriek shall thrill the world. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 15 

Yet sleep once more! and pbantoms fiiglit dij soul! 
To-morrow wake thy last, and hear me knoll — 
Down! To the bar! To prison! To the cart! 
Tyrant, thy blood intoxicates my heart. 
To judgment ! Track the path thy yictims trod ! 
To death ! Aye, Robespierre, there is a God. 
Go, whelmed with curses more than tongoe can tell, 
Down ! murderer of my children, down to HeQ ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Moloch! Where'sDeath? Was that the Worm's abyss? 
Islam! The Beast! Unquenchable! What's this? 
Help ! Hear me first ! They perished at a blow — 
So France would have it —France was happier so — 
Smite ! Smite . . . Wheream I ? Prostratehere? What 

dreams! 
How foams my mouth ! How cold my forehead steams ! 
How shrill my ever tingling ears resound 
The cleayer*s clanking ! 'Twas a fit — a swound. 
Nay, but that voice, whose curses stunned the air? 
No dream— nor phantom — 'Twas a foe. Who's there ! 
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Some despot's hireling for a brigand's part. 

Assassin ! priest or fiend^ whate'er thou art, 

Forth ! from thine ambush, whether cloud or clod — 

Come, man or demon ! that would'st doom as God, 

Impersonate Nature, and give France a voice 

To threaten bloodshed, and at crime rejoice. 

Whate'er invisible powers attend thy call. 

Behold ! the one man, who defies them all. 

Whom would'st thou frighten ? Me ? as fond of life ? 

Unused to wrongs ? unmenaced with the knife ? 

Who burst, forsooth, the superstitious mesh 

Of ages past, to forge myself a fresh. 

In mine or Mirabeau's inebriate dreams ? 

No. Reason's dictates are the great Supreme's. 

And Nature's voice is science's, and ours : 

Far, far o'er all of supernatural powers. 

And with the tongue of millions, sage and free, 

France speaks her pleasure, in applause for me. 

Prepare ! for what then ? Have I yet to learn 

To encounter death like other foes I spurn ? 

To him, whose spirit soars on wisdom's wings. 

The King of terrors comes like vulgar Kings. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 17 

True, blood must trace the pathway fi*eedom treads. 
All patriots owe the Commonwealth their heads : 
And long on mine have Kings a bounty set. 
Earn it ! but, brigand, not as was thy threat. 
I shriek or shudder at the knife's descent ? 
No. That good friends, these pistols, shall prevent. 
Or could they fail, pride cannot — Self sustained 
I should die silent, as an ox is brained. 
That, driven by thieves to slaughter from the yoke, 
Bends mute with eyelids closed to accept the stroke. 
But, slave, beware ! my mission still has work : 
And mine on mine explodes where traitors lurk. 
Bah ! whom have I addressed ? A sound — a shade — 
My fears might make, or enemies have made. 
Or madness tongued a thought my bosom smothers. 
And made the voice I uttered seem another's? 
There's nothing stirs — save grass by breezes bowed : 
And where yon moon-beams struggle through a cloud. 
There has been nothing? Not a word that seemed— 
Save mine? Sense mocked me — I have raved, or 

dreamed. 
No. There ! Who's there ? He comes, my dreams to end — 
'Tis mine assassin — no, not yet— my friend. 

D 
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SCENE II. 

ROBESPIERRE. ST. JUST. 

ST. JUST. 
Alone with Dian ! Is your parley done? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

I miise. 

ST. JUST. 

Aloud? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

So. Met you any ? 

ST. JUST. 

None. 
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You are not well ? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Not very. 

ST. JUST, 

Here so late ? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Megrims and cares ! this walk should dissipate. 
Who told you? 

ST. JUST. 

From the mount I knew your mien. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Have you met nothing ? 

ST. JUST. 

Not a soul. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Nor seen ? 
d2 



20 ROBESPIERRE. 

ST. JUST. 

None- Save perhaps the Universe's soul. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

What is't you say ? 

ST. JUST. 

Can man his thoughts control ? 
On the mount's crest strange fancies fired my eyes. 
The moon burst sunbright, blending earth and skies ; 
The veil seemed severed ; and one glimpse sublime — 
But are these reveries, that beseem the time ? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Yes, they beseem both time and place too well. 
' .What heard you ? 

ST. JUST. 

Nothing. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Nay, what saw you ? Tell ! 
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ST. JUST. 

Nothing. My brain^ like yours, was overwrought. 
And has France now no worthier theme for thought ? 
Or is he wary, who at midnight roams, 
Alone, o'er old Montmartre's catacombs ? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Even so ? 

ST. JUST. 

A pistol's shot might pierce a cleft — 

ROBESPIERRE. 

But no. Those catacombs turn further left. 

Henriot, who closed them, showed me where they wind. 

ST. JUST. 

They scarce reach hither. Give me then your mind — 
'Tis Couthon ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Late, but welcome here — 

ST. JUST. 

To both. 
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SCENE III. 

ROBESPIERRE. ST. JUST. COUTHON. 

COUTHON. 
Proceed, Saint-Just ! Nor, Robespierre, be wroth ! 
For poor Tray slumbered on the list you need, 
I waited till he woke— 

ST. JUST. 

Be sage ! 

COUTHON. 

Proceed ! 

ST. JUST. 

France needs a change. 

COUTHON. 

The crisis is at hand. 

ST. JUST. 

Our friends and freedom's fall away, as sand. 
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ROBBSPIBRRE. 

Our principles remain. 

ST. JUST. 

But foes conspire. 



COUTHOK. 



The People 



ROBESPIERRE. 

Well ! what is it the]r desire ? 
Can man their wishes and their wants Ailfil ? 
Can God conciliate? What is now their will ? 
Blood — ^always blood ? 

COUTHOW. 

Their cry is still for blood- 

ST. JUST. 

Aje^ but their heart's heart sickens at the flood. 
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COUTHON. 

Reaction — 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Name it not ! Night watches near; 
Earth echoes; and the telltale winds o'erhear. 
Beware of moderatism ! 

COUTHON. 

Its march begins. 

ST. JUST. 

It climbs the mountain, where who leads it wins. 
Seize and control it ! lest your foes endeavour — 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Our principles — 

ST. JUST. 

Remain the same forever. 
To make France free, her people blest and great — 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Severe as truth — Inexorable as fate — 
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ST. JUST. 

To war with vice, with ignorance, with dearth — 

COUTHON. 

Found the first pure democracy on earth — 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Enlai^e man's nobler thoughts, his baser bind ; 
And grace, illume and raise all human kind, 
Above the vulgar wish for power and pelf 5 
And banish want and woe — 

ST. JUST. • 

And death itself. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Yes. 

ST. JUST. 

Were these scenes of homicide our end ? 



ROBESPIERRE. 

No. 



ST. JUST. 

Can they last forever ? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Heaven forefend ! 
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ST, JUST. 

Then etop ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Where? 

ST. JUST. 

Here. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

And be some Caesar's slave? 
The People — ^the Republic ! 

ST. JUST. 

Save them, save ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Then stiU strike terror through their foes by blood ! 
On ! Revolution's tide must fill its flood. 
Lightning has limits but it knows no check. 

COUTHON. 

The term is touched. 'Twas marked in H6bert*8 neck. 
Your own decrees, of man's immortal soul 
And God's existence, bounded from that goal. 
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ROBESPIERRE. 

Crimes still remain to punish, foes to bleed — 

COUTHON. 

And victims ? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Yes. 

COUTHON. 

Ourselves perhaps ? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Agreed ! 
On with the Revolution ! 

COUTHON. 

Can this last? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

The Juggernaut we train careers so fast, 
Who pause but perish at the wheel they bar. 

ST. JUST. 

Who pause must instant shiver wheel and car, 
e2 
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And crush the insane that urge it, but contrive 
To fling on us the blood — ^let none survive. 
What ! b the pure republic worth would raise 
Fit for Varennes ? Can D'Herbois bear its blaze ? 
For Merlin's vice shall virtue there have room, 
Or refuge for Barr^re except the tomb ? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

No — ^nor for many a more. But whom ? but when ? 
The pear-tree labours, and 'tis hard to ken 
The ripe or rotten. Much beshrew my brains, 
If one head tumble more than France constrains ! 

COUTHON. 

Oh, sleep forswear my bed, and peace my grave. 
If one, one innocent fall, whom France can save ! 
But for the impure, extinguish them or spare — 
Quadruple Terror or revoke — ^beware 
Of Tallien's tongue ! beware of Tallien's dame ! 
For yon Committees both abuse their name : 
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The Safety sells us, and the Welfare buys. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Well ! what's your counsel ? 

ST. JUST. 

This. Bid Paris rise! 
Tocsin and drum strike midnight's last alarms — 
France is in danger ! Jacobins, to arms ! 
People, resume once more your sovereign sway ! 
Purge the Convention ! seize its traitors ! slay ! 
Let earth gape for them, as for Korah's horde. 
Then cut the scaffold down, forswear the sword — 
And Revolution ends, as timely birth. 
And Terror, as a frost refreshening earth. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

The term we covet. But your means are force : 
Be mine the laws! Like me they love discourse. 
Why quit that vantage-ground, so hard to reach ? 
What arms has man like intellect and speech ? 
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Chance rules the battle^ as its smoke p'errides : 
And, as its noise confounds it, chance .decides. 
Waves froth and tumble as the tempdst shifts, 
But constant is the tide the moon upMs. 
And when assembled France instruction craves, 
Persuasion stills and reason guides the waves. 
This the Convention yet shall hear, decree — 
And purge itself. No Cromwell's part for me ! 
No Cataline*s renown ! Those shapes shall scare 
Dumourier's dreams, and La Fayette's despair. 



COUTHON. 

Thou glass of pure democracy to earth ! 
Oh had its foes all perished ere thy birth ! 
Or were thine accents armed with Caesar's steel ! 
But, could they thunder, when are they to peal ? 



ROBESPIERRE. 

To-morrow. 
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ST. JUST. 

Good ! To-morrow France shall hear 
Her fate? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Or mine — Live France! 

ST. JUST. 

Live Robespierre! 
To-morrow France shall know his will — 

ROBESPIERRE. 

She must — 
Though my last will and testament, Saint-Just. 

ST. JUST. 

To avert these omens, strike ere night be sped ! 

Arrest Barr^re ! take Tallien in his bed ! 

Beneath a grate let Merlin scan the stars ! 

Let mom find D' Anglas dungeoned ! round their bars, 

Paris shall clamour for their heads at day, 

As cats about a rat-trap scream for prey. 

Night's noiseless tide as surely floods the shore : 

And lightning peals not till the stroke is o'er. 
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ROBESPIERRE. 

Patience ! France shields liiem from arrest to-night. 

But France to-morrow may make mine the right. 

If not, the People must use theirs. Perchance 

Your counsel then alone can rescue France. 

But fain my fan would winnow chaff from wheat ; I 

Or where were either when the whirlwinds meet ? | 

Patience 1 Let Tallien yet a day exist. « | 

Whose &te precedes ? Hast there this evening's list ? 



Couthon ! 



ST. JUST. 



COUTHON. 



'Tis here. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

So. Forty — ^fifty-four — 
Will that serve? 

COUTHON. 

Fouquier likes a full three score. 
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ROBESPIERRE. 

The gaols gain on him. 

ST. JUST. 

Your trihunal tires. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Its fourfold form will give it fourfold fires, 

COUTHON. 

Vaunt, I heard hours agone — 

ROBESPIERRE. 

You heard it? Where? 

COUTHON. 

Where Tallien heard, for Fontenai was there. 
When guests at gay Saint- Amaranthe's were glad 
With wit and wine — 

ROBESPIERRE. 

What said I ? I was mad. 

F 



34 ROBESPIERRE. 

COUTflON. 

Not much. Hints only — 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Named I any ? 

COUTHON. 

None — 
But hints of tumbling nine-pins^ four for one^ 
With bowls, whose bias disavowed their aims — 

ROBESPIERRE. 

So ! That must go no further. Here are names ! 
Noailles. Down ! sometime Dutchess — 

ST. JUST. 

Dust to dust ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Chenier. I cannot save him. Die he must. 
Roucher. A rhymer too — and more malign. 
Paine ! Paine ? The devil will have him : I resign. 
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Lavoisier — 

ST. JUST. 

Spare him — 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Twere a vain endeavour. 
Science may fail, democracy shall never. 
What Loiserolles is this ? The son no doubt. 
The sire is guiltless. Fouquier will find out. 

COUTHON. 

DuBarri? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Spare us ! 

ST. JUST. 

Trash ! we should contemn. 
Theroigne has hell-hags — leave such work to them ! 
Let the law's axe humiliate whom it hews. 
'Twould grace that outcast of the court and stews. 
f2 
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COUTHON. 

With crimes so gross should justice be so nice ? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

She has crimes—- 

COUTHON. 

Two, the grossest, wealth and vice. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Yes. Shall this reptile, bloat with bane and theft, 
Creep to some crevice, till our heads are reft ? 
What ! shall a trull, who called her keeper France, 
Bewitched his realm, and braved her God's perchance. 
Brave the law's axe, the Commonwealth bewitch ? 
Let the drab join her cully in the ditch ! 
Where his and ev^ery tomb Saint-Denis urned 
Cast out its carrion, to be scourged, and burned. 
But here are names Varennes alone could give, 
Dom Gerle, and Catherine Th^os. Let them live ! 
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Poor fools ! 

COUTHON. 

You add then ? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Yes — some six or seven — 

ST. JUST. 

Saint-Amaranthe and all her house ! By Heaven ! 

COUTHON. 

Be pitiless ! 

ST. JUST. 

I pity France alone. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

The Commonwealth we found is based in stone. 

COUTHON. 

And blood cements it. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Tears can least advance. 

ST. JUST. 

Ours is the part of Providence for Fmnce. 
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Floods overwhelm, fires ravage, thunders rmg, 
Frosts wither— and young earth exults in spring. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Insects are crushed that settle where we tread. 

COUTHON. 

Yet one, methinks, that carries stings, has fled. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

So? 

COUTHON. 

Fontenai. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

I had forgot. Your list ! 
She troubles France. She ceases to exist. 
Despatch ! that Tallien be not told till late. 
Hark ! Footsteps. Whose ? Barr^re's. I know the 
gait. 
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COUTHON. 

The Welfare's envoy — skilled to wreath with flowers 
Its snares of death — and hither sent for ours — 

ST. JUST. 

Skilled too, by feigned audacity of speech^ 
To make truth lie, and honesty o'erreach. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

A sham ! whose candour is but false pretence ; 
Whose strong self-seeking instincts serve for sense ; 
Whose laugh for humour, mien for merit serves, 
And e'en for courage slu^ishness of nerves. 
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SCENE IV. 

ROBESPIERRE. ST. JUST. COUTHON. BARR£re. 
COUTHON. 

Hail, Citizen Barr^re ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

What brings his feet, 
From Passy's halls, to this my lone retreat? 

BARRERE. 

Cause, that must make all ceremony cease. 
Unvarnished terms are best for truth and peace. 
From whom France makes supreme with you and us, 
I come to parley with you, frankly— thus — 
Why are your counsels separate from the rest ? 

COUTHON. 

Separate ? 

BARRERE. 

As youth from patience, mirth from pest — 
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ROBESPIERRE. 

What is it you mean ? 

BARRERE. 

That 70a haye dreams we dread. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Dreams! 

BARRERE. 

Yes. You hate us : and you would behead. 
We shall die hard : you follow — ^wares on waves — 
And our joint foes dance over all our graves. 
Are there no terms our quarrel to compose. 
And bind us friends, and victims bind our foes ? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Your fear is foolish, but your candour wise. 
As frankly then — There are such terms and ties. 
But can we offer or you covet more ? 
You rule the land, whose ruin we deplore. 
War, treasure, trade, the Commonwealth in sum, 
Is dower and spoil to those from whom you come. 

a 
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BARKERS. 

Add fame, add conquest ! these are also theirs. 
But 70U share with us, as the lion shares. 
And perched in mist, as high an eagle sits, 
At whose mere hoot the hawk his quarry quits. 
You, wrapt in terror, wield its arm supreme. 
In vain the Safety seize whom you redeem. 
Whom they release you seize, and send to death. 
By that dread bar, whose verdicts are your breath. 
You wield that axe, which hangs o'er every brain. 
Like Thor's own hammer, and descends like rain. 
Convention and Committee spmned as dust, 
You haunt the Jacobins — like youth in lust. 
Their thousand halls reverberate your tone. 
And last, nor least, the Commune is your own : 
Whose guards with cannon armed and mobs with lance 
Give Paris law, and Paris gives it France. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Yes, and your Welfare half those guards has reft. 
To fill up gaps your Belgian blunders left — 
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Lest truth in Paris should have one repair, 
And persecuted patriots screen them there. 
Deem me not blind to whither you are bound, 
Nor deaf to jeers that Passy's roofs resound 
On God's high-priest, when mandatories quaff. 
But wait ! The game's alive : who wins may laugh. 

BARRERE. 

A doubtful game ! 

COUTHON. 

And desperate stake ! 

BARRERB. 

Our lives. 



ST. JUST. 



Who loses pays. 



BARRERE. 

How long who wins survives, 
France must decide, and her elect declare. 
With us, you rule them — but without ? beware ! 
a 2 



44 ROBESPIERRE. 

Once more — ^what would you ? Off with all reserve ! 
Will nothing less than decimation serve ? 
Speak — 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Decimation ! 

BARRERE. 

Are we not apart ? 
Will nothing we can give content your heart ? 
No honours ? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Bah! 

BARRERE. 

No less dissembled powers ? 
No sacrifice but blood ? No blood but ours ? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Your blood ! 

BARRERE. 

If any thing will serve instead, 
What is't you want ? What office — or whose head ? 
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ROBESPIERRE. 

What k't you mean ? Such questions wrong us both — 
Too coarse and slanderous e'en to make me wroth — ' 
And sillier than methinks your sense beseems. 
Some hear an axe clank even in their dreams. 
'Tis guilt besots them. Tempt the rich and vicious 
With toys of honours ! What ! Am I ambitious ? 
Nor name that office ! I dictator ? Never. 
Freedom and France are all my heart's endeavour. 
For that suffice the place and powers I own. 
No. I bear terror for her foes alone. 
But if such refuge where her chosen meet. 
Shall I not drag the traitors from their seat ? 
I know the Assembly.. well. Tis sound at core. 
The Safety has pure men — the Welfare more — 
But profligates must leam^ where'er they lurk, 
The unwearied axe still plies its daily work. 
Terror to such ! And perish who conspire ! 

ST. JUST. 

Perish I Aye, follow them with sword and fire, 
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Though poured through slippery paths and black with 

fiime 
The blood supplant us^ and the flame consume. 

COUTHON. 

Barr^re, take part with us, however it ends. 

Add you and your's to France and freedom's friends. 

Come, colleagues all, be one ! Of fibres frail 

The cable moors the ship, and mocks the gale. 

Let me name terms for compromise and peace. 

Arrest whome'er you please, nor fear release ! 

That power, abused or not, we abdicate. 

Let the TribunaFs doom henceforth be fate ! 

And what shall you renounce ? Your false alarms, 

Your jealous jeers at Jacobins in arms. 

And let us pledge each other faith and troth, 

To deem blows aimed at either aimed at both : 

And hurl them back on profligates who aim. 

Whom, at our need, assembled France shall name. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

If those terms suit you, here accept my hand ! 

BARKERE. 

I seize it. Better terms could hope demand ? 
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To-morrow, then, tell France, and tell mankind. 
Our hearts are hence as axe and helve combined. 
Adieu ! I fly with olive o'er the flood. 
To cheer our colleagues, and pledge peace in blood. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

In peace depart then ! But with Couthon go — 
And you twain order whence that pledge shall flow. 
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SCENE V. 

ROBESPIERRE. ST. JUST. 
ROBESPIERRE. 

His oliye flies to pilot us to wreck. 

8T. JUST. 

Their axe and helve seek nothing but our neck. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Bat his to-morrow shall be ripe and rank. 

To chop with half his colleagues o'er the plank. 

ST. JUST. 

Speed on, fair Moon, this last of conflicts speed ! 
I pant for blood's extreme, whoe'er shall bleed. 
France needs, or ours for martyrdom to worth, 
Or theirs to purge such profligates from earth. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Fear nothing! Dare, dare all, with faith intense ! 
The eye, that blinks, can neither aim nor fence. 
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Whom have we here ? no King, prescription clothes. 
Religion hallows, laws entrench with oaths. 
And camps with arms : yet him I headless made, 
Bound out his heir to learn an honest trade. 
And reft his Queen of diadem and star. 
And sent in patchwork to the judgment bar. 
Here no proud Prince, abjuring name and blood. 
Crawls to the throne through darkness and the mud — 
Royal, in vain, republican and rich. 
E'en while he delved, I spurned him to the ditch. 
Is Vergniaud here ? whose voice as thunder thrilled. 
And half France hailed it, till I rose and stilled. 
Where is Chaumette? Where Clootz? The grave 

may say. 
The mad, who thought me moderate, where are they ? 
The rich, who styled me ruthless, stately oaks. 
That helved an axe, to deprecate its strokes ? 
And where that Titan on the Mountain's crest, 
Whose cannon purged the palace of its pest, 
Danton, whose sword swept prisons of their guilt ? 
Till, weary of the blood himself had spilt. 
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He Bought for gold the aristocrat's applause^ 
And vainly called humanity's his cause — 
For when against it had his voice been heard ? 
He asked, forsooth. I answered with a word, 
That stilled the Hall and startled every Member, 
And stunned his heart, the one dread word, September. 
Your shafts then nailed him where the axe overtook. 
And now his faction lives upon my look. 
Who in Convention doubts what I avow ? 
I neither number foes, nor name them, now. 
Mere hints of classes make my victims known. 
Each thinks his fellow's head redeems his own. 
The Mountain cheers, but trembles, when I come ; 
And the Marsh cowers and grovels, but is dumb. 

ST. JUST. 

The Mount seems faithful — but the Marsh I doubt. 
'Tis said, when Asia's steppes are parched with drought. 
The bare black swamps in death-like silence sleep. 
All feet fly far, but reptiles burrow deep. 
Till, soon as signs uplift the watery urn^ 
And dews bid herbs and ruminants return. 
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The marsh shows fissures — blisters liil their cow], 
Blend a long mound^ beasts startle from and howl : 
It heaves — explodes — as mud volcanoes spout. 
And some vast snake, or crocodile, flings out. 
So Tallien burrows, and so teems the plain. 

ROBESPIERKE. 

To-morrow's feun shall scorch him, heart and brain. 
I know his depth ; the grave's is not so slight. 
Wake me to-morrow ! Now to rest ! Good night ! 
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SCENE VI. 



ST. JUST. 
Sleep well ! He does. My pillow knows not sleep. 
Oh ! had I pause to feel, or power to weep, 
Except for millions doomed to sweat and freeze 
At the world's work, in ignorance and disease. 
Or eat the bitter bread that vice supplies. 
While rich men rob them, and the proud despise ; 
Full as the Seine embittered by the sea. 
Mine eyes should stream. Saint- Amaranthe, for thee. 
Angel of hope ! whose planet beamed sublime. 
Beyond this gulph of massacre and crime. 
Where Terror's toils and mine, methought, should cease, 
On shores she blest with poverty and peace. 
What grace, like radiance, filled the air she breathed ! 
But those sweet smiles, that fascination wreathed. 
Turned, well for me perhaps, their amorous glance 
On Robespierre— Oh well at least for France ! 
Lest hands, that grasp a Revolution's axe, 
Should let tears blanch them, or a touch relax ; 
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And phrases^ flowers^ a melody or gem, 

Aristocratic toys, the sage contemn^ 

Should weaken minds, that wield an empire's fete. 

That war with vice, regenerate man's estate. 

Supply the care of Providence on earth. 

And form a world to truth, and found in worth. 

For this Queens bled, and Fontenai shall bleed ; 

Flowers of the fallow field ploughed up for seed. 

For this, fair fane in rending earth's abyss, 

Saint- Amaranthe must sink : and I for this. 

When France needs martyrs, in their van shall vaunt 

The sole reward I looked for, sole I want. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. 

TALLIEN. 
Maniac ! Or spy ! The spectre's out of date — 
But had France utterance^ such might sound her fate. 
Sweet home ! Why sleep away ? So Danton said. 
Till musket-butts at midnight smote his bed. 
He slumbers now : nor dreams, nor wakes to see 
The visions night and day reveal to me. 
Like this, just merged in morning's misty cloud, 
Voiced as the grave, and shadowed to a shroud. 
Genius of France ? Insanity or art, 
She bears Yarennes a threat shall blanch his heart. 
Barrere is late. E'en so the phantom knolled — 
'/Trust but thyself! Barrere is bought and sold ! 
" Night saw Barrere and Robespierre convene ! " 
Their hearts are millstones, and ours corn between. 
And com is crushed ere millstones interfere. 
Still, grace might reach Barrere. But Robespierre— 
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Oh, mystery ! towering as a crater's cloud, 
Grim bronze on granite, pitiless and proud. 
All cant and form, as tolls a funeral bell, 
Sealed as a gaol, inexorable as hell. 
Envious as dearth, as shambles foul with blood, 
And subtler than the snake that licks the mud. 
Oh France ! Oh God ! I pardon crave of both. 
For having seen this dragon gain his growth, 
Nor smitten, till his horn o'ertops the hill, 
And mouth yawns deeper than the grave's to fill. 
But woe ! such fascination thralled my brain — 
Oh France ! Oh God ! forgive the deadlier stain 
My tears would expiate, or my blood atone — 
I sometime served his furies by mine own. 
That's past. Lists out ? A fable ! ^ No, a myth : 
And truth, truth lurks therein, and works therewith. 
I tire of gazing at the uplifted knife. 
But I love something better far than life ; 
And bum to vindicate mine age and clime. 
From thrall to monsters blending every crime 
With one sole sorriest virtue, scorn of pelf. 
What noise ? Whose cry ? Teresa's ? 
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SCENE 11. 

TERESA. TALLIEN. 
TERESA. 

Save yourself! 

TALLIEN. 

Let me save you. What is it chokes your breath, 
And mind and mien distracts ? What ails you ? 

TERESA. 

Death! 
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TALLIES. 

Where — ^whence ? 

TERESA. 

Suspect — 



TALLIEN. 

Who says SO? False alarms — 



TERESA. 

Pursued — 

TALLIEN. 

They dare? 



TERESA. 

They come — 

TALLIEN. 

My arms ! My arms ! 
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Bar up my doors ! 

TBRBSA. 

Too late— attempt it not — 
You cannot saye me — Save yourself! 

TALLIEN. 

For what? 
The chase is up — ^the hunters have your track — 
But here's a passage they have yet to hack. 
Through yonder rooms ! To stairs that reach the roof ! 

TERBSA. 

No. Came I hither for mine own hehoof ? 
Still less to iuTolve you in my last mischance. 
But, once more^ save yourself— 

TALLIEN. 

For what? 

TERESA. 

For France. 
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For shame — of womanhood, if manhood flinch. 
Thinned one by one, you perish inch by inch. 
Why, sheep can stamp when butchers call the cote. 
Rats in a comer threat their enemy's throat. 
Worms trodden turn. Forbear ! Escape is vain. 
I shall pass out your portal ere they gain. 
A word first. Tallien, in an age and clime, 
That coimted &ith a folly, law a crime. 
Have I not loved you with as reckless love 
All sanction human or divine above ? 
I found you bloodstained : but my partial glance 
Discerned through yours the thought of rescuing France. 
Whose great reclaim I founded on your own ; 
With both inspired you, and on them alone 
Staked all ; and lo ! have forfeited the whole, 
life, fame and haply — mock me not — my soul. 

TALLIEN. 

Nay— could your cause and genius stoop to form ? 
Our vows were France — till France escaped the storm : 
Then for each other — what, though hushed so long. 
Heaven should have heard them with the halcyon's song. 
i2 
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TERB8A. 

You said so : I believed it : Heaven forgive ! 

Tallien^ fulfil your vows to France, and live 

To rescue her without me. Here we part. 

This morning, voice from Heaven has changed my 

heart. 
We separate now, ere severed by the knife. 
I would go pure and penitent from life. 
Tallien, take back, 'twere better for us both, 
I here renounce your vainly plighted troth— 

TALLIEN. 

No— Let this instant solemnize our vows. 
Here, before God, accept me for your spouse. 
Witness, yon orb, and all it wakes to life ! 
Here I espouse you, and proclaim my wife. 

TERESA. 

Here, witness then, yon angel in the east ! 
Since fate forbids us other shrine or priest. 
Here I espouse you, before God and Death. 
And here bequeath you, with departing breath. 
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My vengeance— ah, sad, sole inheritance ! 
But, for my vengeance, save yourself, and France. 
And wed, in happier days, a worthier dame ; 
And hlest with daughters deign give one my name. 
Farewell for ever ! I descend — 

TALLIEN. 

Too late! 
I hear, I see them ! Guards besiege the gate. 
We part no more. Together let us crave 
Our trial, tumbrel, guillotine and grave. 
Death's be our bridal bower ! for France, sweet wife, 
From thee, were odious as its master's life. 

TERESA. 

Nay, live ! My words are numbered : hear their sum ! 
Headsman and judge alike shall find me dumb. 
My crime I know not. Yesterday I supped — 
Where fate brought Couthon and the Incorrupt, 
Guests at Saint- Amaranthe's. He gamed and smiled. 
Our incense welcomed, and our hopes beguiled. 
Her house was stormed, as day-break startled pale, 
• And every inmate bound and borne to gaol. 
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A Nun in graveclotbes— dreams had hailed her near 
Angel of France— awoke and brought me here. 

TALLIEN. 

Madness ! Has household massacre begun ? 

TERESA. 

Aye^ mother^ daughter, son-in-law, and son, 

Valets and handmaids all, and now the guest. 

To die at eve. Beware this night's arrest ! 

Seek the Conyention ! Rouse them, shame, appal ! 

Let your tongue kindle, as the tocsin's call ! 

The good and brave will echo it and aid — 

The coward must be nerved, the venal paid ; 

The Marsh composed, the Mount distraught, by fear. 

Know ! thousands curse the Commonwealth they cheer : 

And Paris loathes these sanguinary drains. 

From which beasts shudder with the victims' wains. 

May our's to-day move pity for your aid — 

As moved the Nun whom Hebert had betrayed. 

Go now ! be equal to your fate and fame ! 

Consult your wrongs ! Fulfil your country's claim ! 
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Save France^ andsaye her anarchs from their crimes ! 
And long farewell ! and think of me sometimes — 
A smiheam broken firom the diamond's prism^ 
Or night bird's cadence from the vast abysm. 
They knock ! 

TALLIEN. 

Fly! 

TERESA. 

Whither? 

TALLIEN. 

Fly ! Through yonder rooms ! 

TERESA. 

There's no escape— nor refuge, but the tomb's. 

TALLIEN. 

This sword then thither shall give both escape — 

TERESA. 

The martyr's axe must consecrate my nape. 
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If France need more, to sicken her and shame^ 
I owe the penance, and the palm I claim. 
But you have worthier meeds to give and win. 
Hark ! 'tis their musket-butts ! 

TALLIEN. 

They mount— 

TERESA. 

Come in ! 
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SCENE III. 

OFFICER. GUARDS. TALLIEN. TERESA. 
TERESA. 

Whatever the errand^ Citizens, proceed ! 

Your business, and the law's, 'tis our's'to speed. 

OFFICER. 

Teresa— 

TERESA. 

Yes— 

OFFICER. 

De Fontenai ? 

The same. 

OFFICER. 

Arrest her ! in the law's and People's name. 

K 
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TALUBN. 

Stay ! On what charge^ whose warrant — By what right ? 

TBRESA. 

E*en what I angured, when you stayed my flight — 
Which, Citizens, in sooth, had tasked your pains. 
Had not a patriot's tongue forestalled your chains. 
And taught me ties of sacramental charm — 
I now know your's, the sovereign People's arm ; 
And seek as &te's the Revolution's hench. 
To prove my heart republican and French. 
Own and ascribe my capture to its cause ! 
Soldiers, I wait your pleasure, and the law's. 

TALLIBN. 

Farewell, Teresa ! Whither shall I fly. 
To save or serve you ? 

TERESA. 

Citizen, good bye ! 
To serve and save me, what can TaUien need ? 
Fly to the Incorrupt ! There kneel, and plead ! 
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Dom Gerle and Th6os may protect your prayer. 
And Couthon has remorse : Saint-Just can spare — 
And who doubts Robespierre forgets offence ? 

TALLIEN. 

Hope then ! 

TERESA. 

To work then ! 

TALLIEN. 

Courage ! 

TERESA. 

Let us hence ! 



k2 
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SCENE IV. 

TALLIEN. OFFICER. 

TALLIEN. 

Stay, Citizen ! One question— To what gaol ? 



OFFICER. 



The Palace— 



TALLIEN. 

What ! to die ere day be pale ? 

OFFICER. 



Our orders — 



TALLIEN. 

Woe ! you crush our sole resource. 
Mercy ! For mercy, take her to the Force. 
One little day ! the. Welfare's aid to claim — 
Your face shows feeling. Generous man, your name ? 
Tallien is grateful — Do not take offence — 
This boon, though boundless, needs but slight pretence. 
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The Palace fills with prisoners sent for doom ; 
The Force lies nearer. Spare her youth and bloom ! 
One day's existence, one ! 'Tis all we crave. 
Give that, or please you, give us both one grave. 

OFFICER. 

Tallien, my name, like this my livery, clothes 

A noble birth in services it loathes. 

Yet renders, for the cloud-like cloak they give, 

To one, who dares not die, nor else can live. 

Yet, to redeem a choice confessed with shame, 

I strive to mitigate these woes : yon dame, 

Disguised in vain, twice passed me to your door ; 

And here has loitered, till I dared no more. 

Yet this day's life is hers, or mine must fail. 

The Force shall hide her, whence no power can hale, 

Welfare's or Safety's, Jacobins' or Hell's, 

Unless Saint-Just come with them to the cells. 

TALLIEN. 

Thanks! thanks! Heaven ever bless you! Heaven 

has blest. 
Of all its meeds such virtue is the best. 
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SCENE V. 

TALLIEN. 
To work ! I shall. My last perhaps — what then ? 
With all mj heart, and all my might, amen ! 
To work ! for everything that life redeems : 
Or hail the sleep, that neither wakes nor dreams ! 
But first a conflict ! fierce, as comes the sun 
To mete the hsts and witness lost or won. 
Well, no Barr^re ! Too true ! The knave has sped ; 
Bought his own peace a bargain for my head ; 
And happy at a pennVorth France may weep. 
Forgets appointments, or disdains to keep. 
Aye, sacrifice of fiiends is soon arranged. 
Their list is closed, signed, sealed and interchanged. 
France must convene to ratify the slaughter; 
And her best blood to-morrow stream, as water. 
Well then, sweet wife, I join thee at the abyss. 
Our heads shall in the pannier meet and kiss ; 
Our ashes mingle. Feet are on the stair ? 
A stride of state ! 
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SCEXE TI. 
BABR^RE. TJLLLIEN. 

TAIXIES. 
HaO, Citizen Baurere ! 
'Tis late — ^Bot 70a had reascMis — ^Xame them noft ! 
Forsooth^ tube, place or party was forgot — 

BASSERB. 

Tallien! 

TAIXIEH. 

Or busmcBB could not be forpast — 
Two Mends that qnarrdled hare made terms at last — 

BABBERE. 

Perhaps — 

TAIXIEV. 

A baigain either sought to sell 
Found hard conditions — 

BABBSBE. 

What, I come to telL 
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T ALLIEN. 



^0 ^^" 

Oh Bpare yourself the pains! The clo^<*^^ ^'--j 
Of night watched over you, and France 
Wallflhear. Words echo. 



BARaSRE. 



What would ^<'' 
You know not half their meanmg— 



^< 



^0 r*^' 



TALLIEN. 



I knot*^ ^ 



Ih 



Tallien ! 



BARRERE. 



TALLIEN. 

Barr^re ! How fares the Incorrupt? 



BARRERE. 

As fares the wolf that winter has not supped. 
I wear no mask. The Welfare sent me thither, 
For his last terms : I have them, and bring hither. 
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TALLIEN. 

Oh spare yourself the pains ! The cloudless eye 
Of night watched over you, and France was nigh. 
Walls hear. Words echo. 

BARRERE. 

What would your's recall ? 
You know not half their meaning — 



TALLIEN. 



BARRERE. 



I know all. 



Tallien ! 



TALLIEN. 

Barr^re ! How fares the Incorrupt ? 



BARRERE. 

As fares the wolf that winter has not supped. 
I wear no mask. The Welfare sent me thither, 
For his last terms : I have them, and bring hither. 
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TALLIEN. 

WeU— 



BARRERE. 

'Tis a sewer no slaughter-house can slake. 
Let him take Bourdon, Thuriot let him take ; 
Of Danton's venal flatterers take his sweep. 
As a vine-dresser slashes shoots that creep — 
But Camot^s head — can ever France resign ? 
But MerhVs— 

TALLIEN. 

But Barr^re's — 

BARRERE. 

But, Tallien, thine ! 

TALLIEN. 

Barr^re ! Hast heart ? 

BARRERE. 

And hands, and followers, pledged 
To cheer whoever has tongue as keenly edged. 
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Your's^ if your's has the courage : if it lacks^ 
Whjy pledged perhaps to-morrow to the axe. 

TALLIEN. 

Teresa— 

BARRERE. 

Nay! 

TALLIEN. 

Suspect — overtaken — torn — 
Hence^ from my house^ my hearty e'en now is borne — 

BARRERE. 

What prison ? 

TALLIEN. 

To the Force. My tongue has edge. 
Wound up and loaden, as their axe's wedge. 
Courage I have, and vengeance and despair, 
This day shall witness — would you aid, prepare ! 
For let your followers keep their pledge or rue, 
And be your own foreboding false or true — 
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True as you dream, and hJse as I, though loath. 
Own freedom's phantom, which has fooled us both — 
Yet truth this morning shall have tongue in France, 
And dupes and victims startle fit>m their trance. 
I will denounce the pontiff in his &ne : 
The tyrant in his court I swear to arraign. 
Drag to the bar, and destine to the block — 
To appease God's justice, made so long a mock. 
Glut e'en the guillotine, its curse redeem. 
And vindicate its blood, or swell the stream. 
Give me but audience for one last appeal ! 
Let death enfranchise lips it then may seal — 
As the swan warbles when existence wanes — 
To show this cut-throat up in all his stains. 
Give me the tribune ! Or, if £ite forbid. 
Behold ! for. Tullius praised what Brutus did. 
If all else fail, this dagger has its part 
Through ranks of minions this shall reach his heart : 
Shall drive o'er seats of dupes and cravens full. 
As bounds through herds a bloodhound for the bull. 
His heart shall lave the hall his crimes pollute. 
Be mine to doom him, mine to execute ! 
l2 
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Since neither Heaven will hurl its thunderstone. 
Nor hell gape for him, and earth grovels prone. 

BARRERE. 

What peals sublime can truth and reason roll ! 

Why, here is music ravishes my soul ! 

No swan-like cadence, but an eagle's strain, 

Whose, beak swoops screaming for a bison's brain. 

You shall have audience, as a listed space. 

But spare your dirk ! The scaffold is his place. 

His neck shall tremble where his chopper towers. 

And his blood flush the conduit dug for ours. 

Cite all your followers ! Rally Danton's friends ! 

Cloud the Mount's crest, as when a storm impends. 

Explore the Plain ! Seek D'Anglas ! Crave ! Concede ! 

All must combine, or fall. 'Tis your's to lead. 

As the best battle-ship precedes its peers— . 

Merlin shall follow. Him the Safety hears. 

The Welfare is mine own. I seek them hence. 

As peals unmasked a battery's eloquence, 

Your's shall spread havoc through the heads they trust. 

And Merlin's vollies sweep their ranks to dust. 
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Be early at your post ! Adieu, till then. 
Courage ! We all are doomed and desperate men. 
Bid moderatism beware, lest fool or coward 
Hug the vain hope of being last devoured. 
Warn them, no wolfish league has ever thriven 
With sheep, whose dogs for hostages were given. 
Courage ! and dare ! and Robespierre shall fall. 
As sinks his axe, that else awaits us all. 
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SCENE VII. 

TALLIEN. 
I dare. But thou ? No matter ! Night is near. 
They thrust me foremost. Should I take the rear ? 
Merlin to second me ! The man has force^ 
But more, methinks, for battle than discourse. 
D' AngloB has honour. But Barr^re ? Oh France ! 
One of thy favorites^ formed by time and chance. 
To impose on dupes, and palm his card for theirs — 
With frankness for a mask, and oaths for snares, 
And manners as a flower where bane distills. 
But heart as dauntless as the sea-beat hill's. 
France needs him. Else — Alas ! must worse combine ? 
Yarennes and D'Herbois ? What ! These colleagues 

mine? 
Brigands, earth hoots, with horror and disgust — 
But this land lauds them —must I join ? I must. 
To spare what Vergniaud might have spared this land. 
But Vergniaud shrunk from Danton's blood-stained 

hand. 
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YeS; all must share the strife — but not the spoil. 
No; retribution shall have full recoil. 
France must be free to pardon or condemn : 
And if I win success^ *tis not for them. 
To work then ! Danton, demagogue sublime^ 
In many a virtue great and many a crime^ 
On this th/ slaughterer let me wreak thy doom^ 
And speed thy curse to drag him to the tomb — 
Speed him dragged thither by thy doom and curse. 
As raven steeds slow pacing hale a hearse. 
Now, to the friends ! that nightly shun their bower. 
But meet at morning where my voice has power. 
And thence to D'Anglas ! lest his Moderates shirk 
The charge of Vergniaud's vengeance. Come ! To 
work ! 
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SCENE VIII. 

ROBESPIERRE. TALLIEN. 
ROBESPIERRE. 

Good day— 

TALLIEN 

God save us ! 



ROBESPIERRE. 

Break your fast with me ? 



TALLIEN. 

You! you alone! 



ROBESPIERRE. 

Your fellow-guests are three— 
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Xjebas below, and Coadnm brings m j brother. 



TALUfiX. 



Another day — 

BOBBSPIBRRK. 

Bah ! have we both anotho* ? 

TALLIEir. 

Perhaps not. No man knows the time or part 
A knife may gleam fit>m, whetted for his heart. 
So early out alone are yon discreet ? 



ROBESPIERRE. 

Alone ? My bludgeonmen fill half the street 

M 



82 ROBESPIERRE. 

But you have cares ? 

TALLIEN. 

Too many. 

ROBBSPIBRRE. 

Business ? 

TALLIEN. 

Sore. 
Can your's be lighter ? 

R0BE8PIERRE. 

Mine this mom is o'er. 
D' Anglas had summoned sots I came to cite^ 
And doubt has vanished^ as the dream of night. 
Sots hear an axe clank ever o'er their head : 
Some have it for the nightmare. Their's has fled. 
And now, to cheer this merry morn's repast, 
Lebas resumes a theme that closed our last — 
Rome should resign the bushined scene to France, 
Who mahes her Muse the genius of romance. 
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Goths will subvert the classics you revere. 
Come^ aid me — 

TALLIEN. 

Robespierre ! Oh Robespierre ! 
Is this a time for scenic tastes, or time 
To moot o'er myths, and criticise a rhyme? 
France suffers. Save her ! Give, give patriots peace ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

What is't you mean ? 

TALLIEN. 

Is Terror ne'er to cease ? 
Speak ! You have words may yet irradiate earth 
With healing, as the dew of morning's birth. 
Oh speak, and spare the miserable ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

I spare ? 
Have we no laws, no courts, no justice there ? 

M 2 
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TALLIEN. 

The doom is dread — 



ROBESPIERRE. 

The danger more extreme. 



TALLIEN. 

These scaffolds— 



ROBESPIERRE. 

Bugbears ! What were then your dream ? 
Strip the Republic of her arms and axe, 
While all earth hates her, and all guilt attacks ? 

TALLIEN. 

Nay! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Bid me battle with her axe and arms, 
While you are dallying with the indulgent's charms ? 
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TALLIEN. 

AUusion ? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Accusation. 

TALLIEN. 

What! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

'Tis said. 

TALLIEN. 

You wish then — 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Nonsense ! If I wished your head^ 
Should I come hither? Were your head at stake, 
Had you unhandcuffed heard the charge I make ? 
Could I have bidden you to my house and shown, 
Were your head wanted ? Tallien, No. But own ! 
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Power must be prompt, as cannon to the fire, 
And justice terrible, when foes conspire. 

TALLIEN. 

Foes— 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Whom the law proscribes. It's will be done ! 

TALLIEN. 

So many— 

ROBESPIERRE. 

None unheard : unsentenced none. 

TALLIEN. 

Each sex, all ages — Never to forgive — 
To slaughter every culprit— 

ROBESPIERRE. 

No. Some live. 
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TALLIEN. 

Ee'n friends — 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Whose? 

TALLIEN. 

Your's. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

The People are my best : 
To their high will I sacrifice the rest. 

TALLIEN. 

Then; in their name, in human kind's, have pity ! 
Claim and become for mercy sole Committee ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

What's that ? Leave colleagues death's detested power, 
And gi-ace my breast with mercy, as a flower ? 
I scorn the gewgaw : nor will grant it them. 

TALLIEN. 

Yet discern whom and wherefore you condemn ! 
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Let treason quail, but innocence be cherished — 

ROBESPIERRE. 

And who told you one innocent has perished ? 

TALLIEN. 

One! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

I salute you well. 

TALLIEN. 

As you I greet. 
One innocent ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Adieu! 

TALLIEN. 

'Till next we meet. 
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SCENE IX. 

TALLIEN. 
One innocent ! 'Tis war then. To the knife. 
Off with the sheath ! Have at you ! life for life. 
Not here, nor secret should his hlood be spilt. 
Truth must first tell him, and tell France, the guilt 
His guillotine shall wreak, or e'en my dirk. 
Back how he bristled, with a sneering smirk. 
Of eyes and muzzle, like a serpent fain 
To gather up his coils and arm with bane. 
Well — ^now mine hours are numbered. D' Anglas quails. 
This last appeal, well tried, for pity fails. 
What next? My door ! His bludgeonmen are there ! 
Welcome ! This rack is more than man can bear. 
From Robespierre and death why hope escape ? 
Fixed to the plank why struggle with my nape ? 
Why tired of one existence crave another ? 
Why shudder firom thy bosom. Earth, my mother ? 
Fond to fold there thy children dead, and chase 
Alike their dreams and dangers, give me place ! 

N 
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Yoii twin-beams bound inanimate nature's pass : 
Where man re-enters nighty rejoins the mass^ 
And parts to elements. Ye rocks, dissever 
And close your silent doors on me for ever ! 
I envy nothing that reflects or lives. 
I need the eternal sleep extinction gives : 
And thus would fling me on the scafibld's bed. 
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SCENE X. 

VARENNES. TALLIEN. 
VARENNE9. 

Tallien ! Awake ! 

TALLIEN. 

What is't you want ? My head ? 

VARENNES. 

France wants one ready both for death and truth. 
If yours be such, uplift it, gallant youth ! 
He kens me not. 

TALLIEN. 

You ! no man better kens. 
You're the remorseless massacrer Varennes. 
Who, when September's prisons streamed with blood. 
Went round through each, o'er ankles in the flood, 
n2 
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To see that murder's process mocked the laVs, 

And minister wine and wage, and shout applause. 

Since, 'tis your fury makes the Welfare rave. 

You glut the guillotine; you gorge the grave; 

You vie in bloodshed e'en with Robespierre. 

And now, unless for more, what brings you here ? 

How dare you dark the door, and brave the eye. 

Of a man ready to tell truth and die ? 

Answer me not ! I know — You disagree. 

I know you hate each other more than me ; 

Know the knife's neck-stroke fulmines through your 

dust: 
And France, aye France, the only God you trust. 
E'en France, whose angry genius haunts us both. 
Has sworn and charged me to fulfil the oath. 
That the fifth stroke to-morrow has to thunder 
Shall smite your neck or Robespierre's asunder. 
Your name and D'Herbois' head proscription's list. 
And both love Ufe : you grovel to exist. 
And come for terms. Take such as I must give. 
To-day, vote with me, but be dumb, and live ! 
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Let my tongae's torrent have nor stay nor stain. 

As Arethuse untainted cleaves the main. 

One wave to embroil the course, one drop to leaven, 

I'll hurl you headlong down the abyss, by Heaven ! 

To D'Herbois ! D'Anglas comes. Your aspect here 

Fills me with horror, and may him with fear. 

If these terms answer you, let D'Herbois know ! 

If not, ask Robespierre for better ! Go ! 

Were truth's or death's your business here, 'tis done. 
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SCENE XL 
D'ANGLAS. TALLIEN. 

d'anqlas. 
Strange and dread summons, Tallien ! 

TALLIEN. 

I sent none. 

d'anglas. 
Heaven has then. 

TALLIEN. 

Welcome ! 

d'anglas. 

Or the bearer raves : 
Or personates a part, that seemed the grave's. 
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TALLIEN. 



D'Anglas! 



d'anglas. 
Yet here may Providence have part. 
Well— But your guest ? 

TALLIEN. 

My hook is in his heart, 
On terms his terror and my scorn arranged. 
Terms— 

d'anglas. 
Nay ! hear first how Robespierre's are changed. 
We met this mom. He now commiserates France : 
Owns the Republic has dealt blows that glance; 
And shrinks from men no massacres fatigue, 
Like D'Herbois and Varennes, with whom you league. 

TALLIEN. 

The fiend ! I league ? As fetters serve to link 
Victim with victim. 

d'anglas. 
What am I to think ! 
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TALLIEN. 

My hand join their's a thousand murders stain ? 
No. God forbid! 

d'anqlas. 
Take not that name in vain. 
But, since you cite it — where am I ? 'Tis said 
Your hands too, Tallien, have been sometime red. 
Still silent? Throttled. God for France ! Adieu! 

TALLIEN. 

Oh ill-timed insult ! Stay, proud man ! If true. 
Could that by throttling mine redeem your neck ? 
Did Vergniaud's scruples rescue France, or wreck ? 
Blest ! who have hands unspotted by the rod. 
Which haply none should wield, or judge, but God ! 
Yet hear the sole accoimt He deems his due. 
And read the bosom you have rent. 'Tis true — 
My crime, my crime, my greatest crime, and sin ! 
Let this sore penance prove the pangs within— 
I saved not all I ought, but all I dared. 
'Till love from Heaven inspired the power I shared— 
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Teresa's love— For which she must not live. 
This mom they seized— oh save her ! and forgive, 
Forgive me ! To the dust my knee descends — 
Aid us ! For France, I make her great amends : 
For Him, whose name seemis sullied by my breath. 
He rejects no man, do not you, till death. 

d'anqlas. 
No - and may grace that minister prevent — 

Orace, nearer e'en than death, when men repent. 

And pardon me for pain I grieve to have gi7en ! 

But where, now piety from earth is driven. 

Can confidence abide ? Your words I trust: 

Yet Robespierre's, to me at least, are just. 

The choice needs caution. Know, we Moderates wait 

To seize the occasion, not to tempt our fate. 

And know, who first strips Terror of its powers, 

Tallien or Robespierre, his cause is our's. 

TALLIEN. 

Enough ! To-day decides it. Moments flee — 
I seek the Mountaineers. Descend with me ! 
Strange news remains to whisper as we wend. 
This day decides all questions. Come, descend ! 

o 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

BARRfeRE. D'ANGLAS. MERLIN. DEPUTIES- 
MODERATES, MOUNTAINEERS. 

BARBEBB. 

Frogs of the Marshy all hail ! 

d'anqlas. 

Hail, Citizen ! 

BARRERE. 

What croak to-day ? 

MODERATES. 

Live liberty ! 

BARRERB. 

Amen! 
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Bail to the Mount ! 

MEBLIH. 

Fraternily and health ! 

MODERATES. 

Xive the Convention ! 

MOUNTAIlfEEBg. 

Live the Commonwealth ! 

BARBERS. 

Wait, Merlin, wait ! 

MEELIK. 

'nil smitten— 



BABREBE. 

Be discreet! 



DANQLAS. 

Barr^re, we meet as friends — 



BARR^RE. 

As twins we meet 
o2 
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Long lire both Manh and Mountain! Sweet is life. 

But easy lost, offences are so rife. 

And hard regained is life, that nature doles ; 

Bat France decrees the immortal life of souls. 

Courage ! Though treason's wing have high ascent. 

Our shafts flj higher, and our bow is bent. 

The Welfare's watch is broad, as morning's light ; 

And their arm searches, as the wind's by night 

Cheer! 

JACOBINS WITHOnT. 

Down with Moderatism ! 

BARBEBE. 

Ye frogs, be dumb ! 

JACOBINS WITHOUT. 

Death to the Aristocrats! 

BARRERE. 

Their hour has come. 
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SCENE 11. 

ST. JUST. COUTHON. BARRERE. D'ANGLAS. MERLIN. 

DEPUTIES— MODERATES, MOUNTAINEERS, 

JACOBINS. 



ST. JUST. 

All well, Ban^re? 

BARKERS. 

SaintnJjtsiy we meet as twins. 

ST. JUST. 

On! 



JAOOBIirS. 

IjYe the g nillfttifif> ! 



8T. JUST. 

On, Jacobiiis! 
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COUTHON. 

Saint-Jufit ! but see jou how those seats are filled ? 
Where's Henriot ? where Lebas ? 

ST. JUST. 

They guard the Guild. 
That's mj reserve. 

COUTHON. 

Barr^re, we greet you, late, 
But six wains crossed us at the Palace gate, 
With dainty necks Saint-GuiUotine shall knaw. 
I scanned the pale-faced forfeits of the law. 
And missed the guiltiest ; but Saint-Just has sent 
To hale her from the Force, ere day be spent. 

BARKERS. 

The traitress? 

COUTHON. 

In your ear— fair Fontenai. 
Here comes her lover : soothe him as you may. 
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Saint-Just ! what groups to Merlin stretch their necks ! 

ST. JUST. 

Send for the Incorrupt ! 

COUTHON. 

How D'Anglas becks ! 
The Marsh all fluctuates, and the Mountain lowers — 

ST. JUST. 

Come, call our colleagues from the garden's bowers. 

MODERATES. 

Perish the traitor ! Peace to patriot worth ! 

JACOBINS. 

Traitor and traitress perish both from earth ! 

ST. JUST. 

Till bloodshed float to port the Commonweal, 
As spring-tide o'er the shallows lifts a keel. 
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SCENE III. 

TALLIEN. BARRfeRE. D'ANGLAS. MERLIN. 
DEPUTIES. 



BARRERE. 

Tallien, a word ! To-day keep Bilence ! 

TALLIEN. 

No. 

BARRERE. 

The Welfare's will ! We wait the Tyrant's blow. 

MERLIN. 

The oppressor must attack : the oppressed defend. 

BARRERE. 

His foes are faggots, nothing else can blend — 



ACT III. SCENE III. 105 



MERLIN. 

Nothing else move the Mount — 

d'anqlas. 

Nor rouse the Plain- 

BARRERE. 

Nor else distract the brigands of his train. 
Sands for a rope in sooth are iU to twist, 
But bank out seas, and cannonades resist. 
Wait— 

TALLIEN. 

And De Fontenai ? 

BARRERE. 

Is past resource. 
E'en now Saint-Just sends for her from the Force. 

TALLIEN. 

Saint-Just ! His head shall bar the tumbreFs way, 
Or I become its freight. 

BARRERE. 

Full soon you may. 

p 
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Thousands have filled it : thousands yet may swell. 
Buty for Saint-Just, he loves his head too well — 
And bears it like Saint-Sacrament about — 
Youy like Saint-Denis, must bear yours, I doubt. 
But, Tallien, wake ! Look round you and above ! 
What is one woman's head, or one man's love. 
To the world's weal ? Time gives us each one life. 
But many a mistress — 

TALLtEN. 

Hold ! She is my wife. 

BARRERE. 

Mistress or wife — ^has either grown so rare ? 

TALLIEN. 

Has truth ? You promised and I swore, and swear- 
Death ! this day, death or Robespierre's arrest ! 

barue're. 
What rage, what folly has your soul possest ? 



ACT III. SCENE III. 107 

MERLIN. 

This bodes but rain to yourself and all — 

d'anqlas. 
As crashing from a bridge preludes its fall. 

BARR^RE. 

Saint-Just and hordes of Jacobins advance. 
Postpone the attempt ! you save yourself and France : 
Move ! you pursue a wife you ne'er can save. 
And friends and France drag afler to the grave. 
Their blood be on you ! with their curse incurred. 

TALLIEN. 

Away, Eavesdropper ! What hast thou o'erheard ? 
What fancied ? Speed thee, and report it, Spy. 
Betrayed, sold, severed, left alone, to die ! 
Vile earth ! Thy grave, Teresa, be my share. 
And death, that parts all others, join us there. 
Here comes the crisis. Live the Commonweal ! 
Saint-Just has nerves of flint, but mine are steel. 
Live the Convention ! No man joins my cheer. 
p2 
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SCENE IV. 



ST. JUST. COUTHON. TALLIEN. BARRERE. D'ANGLAS. 

MERLIN. VARENNES. DEPUTIES -MODERATES, 

MOUNTAINEERS, JACOBINS. 



DEPUTIES. 

To business ! Order ! 

COUTHON. 

Citizens ! 



DEPUTIES. 



Hear ! Hear ! 



COUTHON. 

Your chair this morning needs a patriot tried. 
ShaUBarr^refiUit? 

DEPUTIES. 

Aye, Barr^re preside ! 
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BARRERE. 

France in Convention ! Citizen Saint-Just ! 

ST. JUST. 

Of woes that harass^ vices that disgust^ 

And crimes that threaten France, their cause and 

cure, 
I, whom no faction, Citizens, can lure. 
On this my rock, perhaps Tarpeian, claim 
To make truth's last disclosures — 

T ALLIEN. 

In whose name ? 

COUTHON. 

Peace! peace! 

ST. JUST. 

Alas ! How pitiless is fate. 
And terrible the source of all that's great ! 
The Commonwealth from chaos comes, like earth : 
And wails, like man the moment of his birth ; 



110 ROBESPIERRE. 

Andy like the whirlwind's morrow, springs to light 
From the storm's bosom and the womb of night. 
Forward ! Heads up ! as flame, as ocean rolls — 
Ho ! you, who found Republics, steel your souls ! 
No childish sport is yours, no woman's task. 
Tis blood, not tears, that Revolutions ask. 
Thrones crumble — ^pride precipitates to shame — 
March on ! Through ruin march to peace and fame ! 
Wealth, to the workhouse ! Grandeur, to the mire ! 
Crime, to the scaffold ! Freedom stands the higher. 
Humanity's a vice, when fools mistime, 
And when foes sue, humanity's a crime. 
Ah ! Had not virtue armed herself with death. 
Where now were France ? What freedom, but a breath ? 
Yet on the abyss's verge indulgents league. 
The axe grows dull. Tribunals plead fatigue— 

TALLIEN. 

I demand order ! In whose name is this ? 
France seems for ever verging to the abyss. 
Is this report the Welfare's ? Let them say I 
If not, whence is it ? Tear this mask away ! 
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Who is't thus sapenedes wIkmii France deputes, 
And writes all, words aD, wills, aod ezecniies ? 

COUTHOir. 

Peace! 

MODERATES. 

TaDien! 

TAIASEN. 

Hail at last one honest cheer ! 
As light from land to shipwreck wdcome here ! 
Where all too long has sflenoe held her state : 
But I prefer the graye's. Awake, Debate ! 
Reyiye, DiscnsEion ! and return to ns. 
From where foes else our slaughter maj discuss. 
What is Samt-Just? What Couthon? but a screen^ 
A mask, and mouthpiece, of the soul unseen. 
That deigns not enter here, but broods aloof 
O'er mystic rites, in conclaye pity proof; 
To saye Dom Gerle and Theos fix)m account. 
While judgment desolates both Marsh and Mount. 
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COUTHON. 

What is't these questions instigate^ and ask ? 
What mean these terms of mouthpiece, screen, and 
mask? 

TALLIEN. 

Order! 

COUTHON. 

I too for order claim discourse. 
What you would force away the vizards ? Force ! 
They screen within what you would brave without ? 
Brave it I 'Tis Robespierre you mean, no doubt. 
Then hear him ! Robespierre is at your door. 
His words are with him, and his work before. 
Reserve your courage for his ear and eye : 
And cease to slander, till you find him nigh. 
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SCENE V. 

ROBESPIERRE. ROBESPIERRE THE TOL'XGEEL 
ST. JUST. COUTHON. TAREXXES. BARRERE. 

MERLIN. IVANGLAS. TALLIEX. DEPUTTES— 
MODERATES, MOUNTAI>-EERS, JACOBrSS- 

DSPUTIES. 

HailtotheliKmnipC! Ho! Wekome here ! 

OOUTHOK. 

As warmth to winter — diower to smmner fear — 
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As dawn on dailmeas beams — as troth on error — 

MODERATES. 

Live Franoe ! 

MOU9TAIHEESS. 

Lire the Republic ! 

JAOOBIKS. 

Terror! Tenw! 
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DEPrTUS& 

On! TotheTnbone! 



Idemand — 



DEPUTIES. 

Peace! 

BOBESPIERRE. 

I demand to speak — 

DEPUTIES. 

Hush, hush the HaU! 

BOBESPIERRE. 

Preserved as yet from daggers Kings suborn. 
Once more I seek you, Citizens, this mom ; 
To silence calumny, denounce a crime, 
And rescue freedom. France in blood sublime. 
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0*er monarchs felled to earthy and anarchs trod, 
0*er priests and athiests, foes to man and God, 
0*er thieves and traitors, lifls her hrow, like noon's — 
To beam on all her children equal boons. 
And claim for all, despite e'en death and dearth, 
Inmiortal life from heaven, and bread from earth. 
Hail France ! Republic of the sage and brave. 
Victorious now o'er Europe and the grave. 
Hail !_ and with eyes averse from camp and fleet, 
Gaze, and be present, where thy chosen meet ! 
You, who sit here to interpret her behests, 
Say, with what feeling must she scan your breasts ? 
With rapture ? Yes — ^yet not unmixed with ruth. 
There are, who flatter, is, who tells you truth — 
Are, who divide you, is, who would unite. 
And watch, as crime and conscience watch the night. 
Faction, still faction dares these seats beset. 
The guilty ghosts of Danton and Chaumette 
Still haunt us. Some they conjure, some dismay, 
But one they compass as a beast at bay. 
Are traitors doomed ? 'Tis blood for which I thirst. 
Are pure men spared ? My moderatism is cursed. 
q2 



116 ROBESPIERRR 

If I retire — ^what ineoleDce and pride ! 
And if I ooonsel— Cromwell is descried. 
Foes French and fomgn in this plot combine : 
And York and Cobnrg call your armies mine. 
When France, like sunrise, that so oft has shamed 
Both priests and athiests, from her height proclaimed 
Man's sonl immortal, and its great First Cause— 
Oh 'sole creed worthy of a worid's applause ! 
To silence sots, who coyer earth with crape. 
And slaves, who give their God a despof s shape — 
From slaves and sots, from athiests and the priest, 
'Twas then threats pealed, that never since have ceased. 
Deserved, by what? A frugal life and pure; 
A truthful tongue; toils, such as none endure ; 
Libels by despots, dirks by Pitt employed ; 
And your esteem, hard earned, and brief enjoyed. 
Yet, Athiest, know thou ne'er canst hide that light. 
What ! shall thine arm turn dayspring back to night? 
Nor hope, Oh Priest ! to appropriate that boon. 
And light again thine idol's links at noon. 
Whence then, and whither, was that day's endeavour ? 
'Twas France then published to the world— oh never 
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New sopenddoaB "Sar iImbb old oVsrliimvn — 
Sat fiddi and ^vrcxsifai^ oasniDaD fleose Tnirrfa^ own. 
And DOW, with nnninnB £^Bed £tiiii €fvenr thniTl, 
Pules France far ecnmclB, £?w, and public all. 
Whom llie first blow dianBsed ^vm pain and aimet ? 
No. FniMXivcaDslbeiaic^ of triBni tiniBE, 
The secret eeUs, de jmm eu m blood tber spilt 
In floods, £ar drops liie Peopie cfaom of goilt. 
Great are die People! Soveragn is their wHI : 
Theb*jostiee prompt: tiieir pro^resE forward still — 
Great are tlie People! And tleT more in wrath. 
As whiriwinds pasB, where ibreslE strew the path. 
As heaTes tiie moimt wbere fires that smoiilder waken. 
Or ioebeigs drire when arctic seas are fAaik*m 
Whafs ReT<^idioa ? War with j&eedom'B foes : 
But peace to fiiends. Discriminate these &am those! 
And deal bodi justice! Sword to sword we stiiTe : 
No friend most perish, and no foe surrire. 

JACOBVSB, 

Hear! 

BOBEBPIEBSB. 

Moderatism and madness are the extremes. 
Shun either shoal ! The phare before joa ^Leum. 
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For what ! is Terror sea without a strand ? 

No. Where's the haven ? Forward. I demand— 

With little fidth in life, but great in truth — 

Fain to give France the remnant of my youth — 

Lest vice indulge conspiracy as sporty 

Or vengeance spurn all further form of courts 

Rage run a muck and desolate the land. 

Or compliment and crime go hand in hand — 

And lest, as most I dread and least deserve, 

France fear my feet may retrograde or swerve 

From Revolution's march — to stay whose course 

Were vain as roll her rivers to their source. 

And rash as kindling cannon shot withstand— 



Hear ! Havoc ! 



JACOBINS. 
MODERATES. 

Silence ! 

JACOBINS. 

Terror! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

I demand- 
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That France decree — 

JACOBINS. 

Decreed! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Ere day be o'er, 
The august Tribunal shall divide to four. 
Each shall judge all France designates for each. 
Fouquier for France at any shall impeach 
All, who corrupt the People, or alarm ; 
All, who are palsying the Republic's arm ; 
All, who defraud her ; all, who dearth enhance—* 

JACOBINS. 

Decreed! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

In fine, all enemies of France. 
For proofs, be moral or material shown ! 
For sentence, death ! 

JACOBINS. 

Death! Terror! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Death alone f 
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For advocatesi be patriot jurors won 

Bj patriots wroDged, conspirators have none ! 

JACOBINS. 

Forward ! The Virtues ! Terror ! 



TALLIEN. 



JACOBINS. 



TALLIEN. 



Stay! 



Decreed! 



Not yet— 

JACOBINS. 

Past! Voted! 

TALLIEN. 

No ! or past indeed - 
What now remains for me and hundreds more. 
But blow our brains out on the Assembly's floor ? 
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JACOBINS. 

Silence ! 

ST. JUST. 

Who brawls ? Opinions twain and wide, 
Twins of the Revolution, haunt her side ; 
One for the prompt extinguishment of crime, 
And one for pardon, or, if not, for time. 
And France still tolerates this indulgent sect. 
That still pleads pity, still would crime protect ? 
Away ! When truth attests, should justice pause ? 
France owes her children equal rights and laws : 
Owes friends her succour, while a Frank has breath : 
But all France owes her enemies is death. 
Let the laVs sword take horizontal sway 
At tall-necked traitors, and hold on its way. 
Till freedom gird her with a wall of heads, 
And all earth's Tyrants tremble in their beds. 



Decreed! decreed! 



DEPUTIES. 
T ALLIEN. 

No ! Hear me ! I demand — 
bahrere. 
Justice must multiply, and scour the land. 

R 
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Who doubts the Incorrapt ? His will be done ! 
Genius and rhetoric need more words from none. 

TALLIEK. 

Staj ! staj ! Some terms perplex me, some alarm. 
What means this * palsying the Republic's arm V 

COUTHON. 

Let discord criticize, let treason tremble ; 
But follow us, pure men, who here assemble. 
To death, if freedom destine us to perish : 
But save, ah save the principles we cherish. 
What ! Were we sent to ruin, not create ? 
Destroy a throne, and neyer found a state ? 
No, no. E'en now the foundry's in its throes : 
The mould is perfected, the furnace glows. 
The metal boils— add fuel ! ply the blast ! 
And ware who loiters ! for 'tis time to cast. 
What ! Patriots tread at every step their tomb. 
And cavils screen conspirators from doom ? 
No. I demand we sit, nor separate hence. 
Till this law pass, and four-fold courts commence. 
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JACOBINS. 

The virtues ! Terror ! Four-fold more, at need ! 

DEPUTIES. 

Past! AU! - 

BARRERE. 

I sign it, and proclaim decreed ! 

TALLIEN. 

What! without counsel ? What! at Fouquier's beck ? 
What ! Deputies of France too bow the neck 
By four-fold batches ? 

MODERATES. 

Is that so ? 



MOUNTAINEERS. 
TALLIEN. 

They murmur. Freedom lives. 



MODERATES. 

Shame ! 



E'en thus? 



MOUNTAINEERS. '^ 

Shame to m I 
r2 
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Terror! 



Hear! 



JACOBINS. 
BARRERE. 

Behold your edict signed and sealed ! 

JACOBINS. 
TALLIEN. 

I demand that edict be repealed. 



BARRERE. 

Peace! 

JACOBINS. 

Terror ! Down ! 



ST. JUST. 

This injures form, and time. 
What ! shall this Hall give privilege to crime ? 
Meet we to hear our legislature scorned, 
In terms, 'tis Pitt or Coburg have suborned ? 
Men of the Mountain ! give the law your force. 
It's sword must forth, and hold the fourfold course. 
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TALLIEN. 

Men of the Mount ! give liberty your aid. 
Saye her, and save us, from this fourfold blade, 
Whose horizontal course and gory wall 
May sunder France, and desolate this hall. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

The Mount bears France, as Atlas bore up heaven. 

But, Mountaineers, beware the insidious leaven 

Of knaves, who kiss republics to betray ; 

Thieves, who embrace democracy as prey. 

Make oaths a job, and revolution trade. 

Who, while they cower there in the Mountain's shade. 

Or climb its height their worthlessness to hide. 

Brawl to calumniate, and to lead divide. 

And form a faction, to be sold at need — 

TALLIEN. 

Who forms a faction ? Who aspires to lead ? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Shame on the Mountain must as mist condense. 
Till the blaze burst, and hurl the villain thence. 
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TALLIEN. 

Is Tallien called a villain ? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

I named none. 
Beware who names himself! But since 'tis done, 
And Tallien's name has broke from conscious lips. 
Whose inward light what shadow can eclipse ? 
You yourself, Tallien, here, in outrage high. 
This mom, called one France delegates, a spy. 

TALLIEN. • 

Aye, and eyesdropper. Names, that struck him dumb. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

His answer, like your own, may timely come. 
I not accuse you yet, but watch, and warn — 
Respect this edict ! woe the wights that scorn I 
'Twill bite and spit them in the ditch asunder. 
Loathed for the crime, and laughed at for the blunder. 
But you have worth ? Then banish fear and care. 
Marat, methinks, and I, may witness bear— 
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He in the grave, I hsLplj on its Tcrge — 

Worth little dreads what j&Ise accusers urge : 

Still less what shafts aristocrats may shower. 

Truth has her patience : but tmth has her power. 

And truth has pomp, beyond a monarch's state. 

And truth has wrath, no guilt can imitate. 

More than Salmoneus could the thunder^s roll. 

Like which, this truth should thrill through ereiy soul — 

Hear, all in Marsh below and Mount aboT^ 

Who love the People, or would win their loye— 

Conspiracy exists ! 

TALLIBN. 

What? 

BOBESPISBRE. 

France ne'er knew 
A fouler — 

TALLIElf. 

Name! 

ROBESPIEaaS« 

The coDfcioiis are but few- ■ 
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TALLIBK. 

Who, and where are thejr? 

I 

ROBESPIERRE. i 

Here, within this hall — 

TALLIEN. 

Name, name ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Some half-a-dozen heads must &11— 

TALLIEN. 

Whose? Name! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Whoeyer trembles names his own. 
Patience ! Pears ripen, and the boughs are prone : 
Anon the tree shall tremble to its roots, 
As when 'twas stormed for Eglantine and Clootz. 
Or if the trunk, like Milo's oak, have power 
To pin me there for prowlers to devour, 
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Truth shall not therefore be supprest till then, 
Nor write mine epitaph as foes would pen. 
No. O'er my grave let time at least attest 
France never knew so many sons so blest ; 
Nor knew a servant less devote to self, 
None, who so scorned her pageantry, and pelf. 
People ! your welfare has been all mine aim, 
All power I want, and all reward I claim. 
People ! sole fountain of all wealth and worth, 
Ye clouds, that morning's dew exhales from earth. 
Oh fair next Heaven, beneficent and pure ! 
What meeds you merit, and what wrongs endure ! 
Yet still you pardon, still confide, and toil. 
Can e'en the sots, who slander as they spoil. 
Corrupt, with all their vice, a people free ? 
No more than noisome sewers corrupt the sea. 
Go now, vain imps of luxury and pride, 
Drones, who devour the honey bees provide, 
Rich egotists, whose business is to rob. 
You, who dare call your fellow-men a mob. 
And shun their contact, as a snake's or toad's. 
Go, mid the houseless gild your vast abodes, 

s 
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Go, deem jour presence some superior power's, 

And praise jour own repute — ^but leave us ours. 

Awaj, whatever jour lineage, souls of mud ! 

Usurp historic names to vouch your blood, 

In public misery glitter, feast in dearth, 

Seem to your little selves the salt of earth. 

Make heraldry your lore, and vice your vaunt — 

But leave the People's friends their worth and want. 

Nor feign alarm lest ill-got gilt be reft. 

I want not wealth. No, perish thief and theft ! 

And perish reptiles, that can climb or crawl. 

To embrace the prey they strangle. Perish all 

Pageants and pomps of ancient fraud or force. 

And pelf, whose use is shameful as its source. 

Live but the People ! pure as light and great, 

But dread as death, and paramount as fate. 

Who, who am I, that Kings calumniate me ? 

The drudge of France, the slave of liberty. 

The butt, each oligarch, each anarch hits, . 

The prey for sport of Autocrats and Pitts, 

Foe to all crime, and victim of its snare — 

My life, without my conscience, who could bear ? 
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No law protects me^ no tribunal hears. 
In vain I challenge enemies, none appears. 
Stand forth, assassm ! Slanderer, to the van ! 
Alas ! I lack the common rights of man. 
Me all insidiate, all calumniate still, 
But me none dares accuse. 

TALLIEN. 

I dare, and will. 
Thee, I accuse, thee, Robespierre ! Descend, 
And hear the crimes thou never can'st defend — 
Crimes none ignore — but I at last am free. 
And dare, on this my scaffold, death and thee. 
Thee I accuse, of more than treason's guilt : 
Thee, Robespierre, accuse of having spilt 
Blood, innocent blood, like water : thee accuse 
Of power usurped beyond what Kings abuse, 
And power conspired for, more than priests invoke. 
Thee I accase of forging France a yoke 
Of freedom's name, a curse of freedom's gift : 
Thee, in thy mask of patriotism and thrift, 
s2 
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Of kindling Terror's tramp to voice thy breathy 
Debauching truth, demoralizing death, 
And brandishing an axe at every nape. 
Thee I accuse of covering earth with crape ; 
Of decimating us whom France deputes — 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Coward! 

TALLIEN. 

Of grinding down man's kind to brutes — 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Liar! 

TALLIEN. 

Of crimes 'twere infinite to name, 
Thee I accuse, thee, Robespierre, proclaim — 
And earth shall echo it to France convened — 
A traitor, tyrant, murderer, monster, fiend — 
And, by those lips convulsed their smile beneath. 
Coward in heart, and liar in thy teeth. 
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ROBESPIERRE. 

Words thou shalt eat. 

JACOBINS. 

Down ! Tallien — 

ST. JUST. 

Fool! Beware— 

TALLIEN. 

Speech is my right— Respect it ! for I swear 
Nothing but death shall drag me hence. Depart ! 
Or, Tyrant, take this dagger to thy heart ! 

VOICE. 

Hear! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

He ! who cheers him ? 

JACOBINS. 

Terror ! 

ST. JUST. 

Force has means — 



Down! 



JACOBINS. 
TALLIEN. 

Off! I stand at bay — Here France convenes — 
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Hence ! and threat force where Jacobins assemble — 

VOICE. 

Hear! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Who is't cheers the assassin ? 

VOICE. 

Hear, and tremble ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Who's that, with menace, like a muffled drum's. 
More felt than heard ? 

VOICE. 

France — 



ROBESPIERRE. 

There again it comes ! 
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WhoisH? 

MOBEHATE6L 

On! 

COUTHOV. 

Croakers in tlie Mazsh increase — 

ST. JUST. 

Who brawls there? 

/AOOBurs. 
Tonir! 



Older! 

TOICB. 

Tallieo! 

BARRlfRB. 

Peaee! 
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VOICE. 



TaUien! 



MODERATES. 

Let TaUien speak ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Let traitors fear/ 

TALLIEN. 

What means this menace ? Who is Robespierre ? 

How is't this pettifogger towers so tall 7 

You crouch so low ; you make yourselves so small. 

Your neckS; from some of which he severed heads. 

To prostrate all, have paved the stair he treads. 

Wise in our follies, happy in our ills, 

And dread for nothing but the blood he spills, 

Vain while we flatter, daring while we fear, 

But mute as pest, and mystic as a bier. 

He sits there, meditating death and life. 

Selects his victims, fits them to the knife. 



ACT HL 5CE?rE T. H 

Compotes for eadi i» rime «ift -urt :n n^^^f T 

As beeTes are sorted ibr zhj& sskxcZ^^ •M»itr 
PitT has there no Isass^ power -if -woL 
The hatchers tra& ami satis& ^et jj *tTT, 
Thirst fiM* man's buxsd Rk5uilie!» as x i(itv«i — 
The ficfli that has i^oeft ic rn^'-s dur^srvab. 
'WitnesBy those tw^^o. vIlIl "m^^ ^ip -ptt? 'viieL 
Twins^ that still haicas :ii£: Ri»r/iinzina i sac*. 
The dread TriUmal aad -lats^ G-mLinne — 
Som oTa crime ^£1 Bouie?^ in. liesr :xufsi^ 
And fleshed by d:xpe» ^^ley m^isfi^l^ u^^vnxpn^ 
The pampered mrsosfiSR 30«r in -221! jar^ tv^^^spii^ 
That whOe thej tazcac »ut xnfiBixB: ^-*^?7 lefia^ 
NcMie dares dt^nwiMirr' :^flEib — out -voa jAf>>^ i^ 'Ji^^^ta. 



Wretch! PfW'^af^ ^te «uriiiC "Cjoinnai Uji* 

Te doomed to eifier :^«9Rp iiffi^aac -r-xu ut 
That haD <^dea^ ! C/vmtt^ yatwsseia^ ^m^^^sx. 
Of hyengy strewn wxa> tag SMWO i 5^ jya^— 



138 ROBESPIERRE. 

Shambles, where slaughter mimics forms of court— 
ListS| where France learns at massacre to sport— 
And fane, whose flamens sacrifice to furies — 
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Blaspheme the sacred institute of juries ! 

TALLIEN. 

Juries ? Nay, bloodhounds — ^trained for any track 
Thy leman points, whose father heads the pack. 
September's fiends had jurymen as sure. 
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Calumniate judges, absent men, and pure ! 



TALLIEN. 

Hermans and Cofiinhals 1 France needs but see 
To hale them hither, and send hence with thee — 
See them in judgment sitting, armed and plumed. 
As reef and foam by wreckers' lights illumed. 
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Where Fouquier^ surging as the sea^ has filled 
His banks with victims to be mocked and killed — 
Of either sex^ all ages, every class. 
And adverse hopes, one trial in a ma^. 
Their crime ? Conspiracy. Since when effected ? 
Since capture. Where ? In prison; How detected ? 
That's a state secret — ^prisons too have spies. 
What witness ? None. Proofs ? Moral proo& suffice. 
And these ? Interrogations swift despatch. 
Hear, for example, thus they dress the batch. 
Who first ? Thou hast conspired ? I never did. 
Of course! Who next? An Atheist? God forbid. 
Priest then ? But I have ta'en the oath. The next ! 
Seditious cries ? Of wrongs to madness vexed. 
Another I Some time noble ? Aye. Another ! 
Succoured an emigrant? My starving brother. 
The next ! Served Capet ? Ere deposed by France. 
Next ! Bruised a tree of fi*eedom ? Mere mischance. 
Next! Hoards or wastes — Another! Smiles or pouts — 
Next ! Have all answered ? Citizens, who doubts ? 
Enough ! All guilty. Good ! cries Coffinhal, 
Off to Saint-Guillotine ! Speed off with all I 
t2 
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ROBESPIERRE. 




fou outrage France— 




TikLLIEN. 




Be Still! 


1 


ROBESPIERRE 






You violate 



The law's dread shrmei the sanctuary of state. 

MODERATES. 

On! Tallien— 

TALLIEK. 

Follow ! Shrouded, shorn and tied. 
They mount wains waiting — March! The gates are wide. 
An hireling horde its imprecation hollows. 
Guards lead the funeral train, and Fouquier follows — 
To scan each staggering up the scaffold-stairs. 
And watch the axe, sole solace of his cares. 
Through the proud streets of Paris wind those wains. 
To where, mid golden domes and sylyan plains. 
By fountains, graven groups and orange shades. 
The People's porch, the Assembly's colonnades — 
Where art and nature bring their choicest dowers 
To decorate France — ^the giant gibbet towers. 
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With bloody toothy insatiably on high. 
To gnash for prej, deforming earth and sky. 
Above all law, all conscience, all control — 
The type and image, Tyrant, of thy soul. 

MODERATES. 



That's true ! 






MOUNTAINEERS. 






Too true ! 






ROBESPIERRE. 






But hear me 


! 




JACOBINS. 


Order! 




BARRERE. 






MODERATES AND MOUNTAINEERS. 


On! 


Tallien ! 





Peace! 



TALLIEN. 

What ! Is Terror ne'er to cease ? 
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What ! Is one such Tribunal few and slow ? 

JACOBINS. 

Aye ! Down with Tdlien ! 

BARRERE. 

Order ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Hear me ! 

VOICE. 

No! 



JACOBINS. 



Terror! 



ROBESPIERRE. 

None seconds you! 

TALLIEN. 

Is France betrayed ? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Is France so shamed ? Is freedom not a maid. 
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Whose virgin veil 'tis treason to uplift ? 

JACOBINS. 



Terror ! 



ROBESPIERRE. 

Bring back this question to its drift ! 



TALLIEN. 

Se that my business ! 



JACOBINS. 

Robespierre reply ! 



TALLIEN. 

Will no man second me ? 

VOICE. 

I— 



MERLIN. 

I wiU- 
d'anglas. 

I— 
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MODERATES. 

AU! 

MOUNTAINEERS. 
AU! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

But h6ar me first ! 

BARRERE. 

In turn — 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Now! 

VOICE. 

Never ! 

MERLIN. 

I demand audience ! 

MODERATES AND MOUNTAINEERS. 

MerHn ! France for ever ! 
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BARR^RE. 

Hear Merlin ! 

MERLIN. 

Citizens ! Is France still onrs ? 
What ! give that dread Tribunal fourfold powers^ 
To lick us up, as salt for oxen set. 
And sweep these seats, as fishponds with a net? 
And what these treasons, that all else enhance ? 
What charge so vague as enmity to France? 
What means corrupting public morals ? Out ! 
This hypocrite has objects — ^who can doubt ? 
'Tis indiscriminate slaughter, proof to pity, 
Through Mount and Marsh, Convention and Com- 
mittee. 
'Tis to build here his scaffold, as a throne. 
And reign, as Terror's Eang — nor King alone, 
Dom Gerle already makes this Pope a sect ; 
And Catherine Th6os proves him God's elect- 
Where pious crones and recreant nobles lurch. 
And priests apostate found a miscreant church. 

u 
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Here's faith, forsooth, for common sense to greet ! 
Mountain and Marsh, earth opens at your feet 
Your heads or his must close the gulph. Prepare, 
Welfare and Safety ! Look to it, Barr^re ! 
Camot — ^who organizes victory — ^look ! 
Are not your names now noted in his hook, 
With mine, and many a more, to slaughter due ? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

'Tisialse! 

BARRERE. 

Peace! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Hear ine! 

BARRERE. 

In your turn. 

d'anglas. 

'Tis true! 
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Hear D' Anglas ! 



BARRERE. 



DEPUTIES. 

D'Anglas ! 



DANOLAS. 

Notes he lost were found. 
And names, this morning, blown as blight aronnd. 
How long shall victims dig each other's grave ? 
Already, whom could fame, or service, save ? 
Whose neck seemed safer than Desmoulins' nape ? 
From Hebert's crime or Danton's who shall scape ? 
Forsooth, death's work with one tribunal slacks ? 
E'en while I speak, the headsman hoists his axe. 
And carts are hurrying to the insatiate stage — 
Roucher, whose song could soothe the ocean's rage, 
But not that Tyrant's — Chenier, whom the Muses 
Inspired and weep, but Robespierre accuses — 
Lavoisier, who but craved a moment's span 
To solve one problem more for France and man — 
u2 
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Old LoiseroUes, who answered for his son 
But fitiled to save hun, both are doomed as one. 
Thus thirty shadows sweep, with day's, to death. 
And we sit cowering here, with bated breath, 
To watch his cloudy brows and sneering smiles, 
'Till heads, now tumbling, Fouquier vaunts, as tiles. 
Shall scatter, as from roofi a whirlwind strips. 
When storms are sunmioned to the sun's eclipse. 

DEPUTIES. 

D'Anglas ! 

TALLIEK. 

He errs — 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Let me correct him — 

BARRERE. 

Stay! 



Tallien explains. 



TALLIEN. 

Of victims doomed to-day- 



ACT IIL $C£3rE T. 34P 

Come down ! 

lie dimii ' 

What axe can 1^1 Wm ! I>'A:n2i» iaJr^^ tiieir «imL 
And one more name mist iier«r be Buj^ireBt — 
Saint- A maranthe's ! It pales, it «n2i» iter ri^jsL 
Saint-Amaranthe'fi who^ hotmii^dl'L khiL scuc V^ij 
Whose walk he sapped Iwa jeefterdaj widdii. 
Fin to three-flooie the Tiednas duoszkeid to-^dsrr* 
To-morrow ? Woe ! the fair De FwavoBsa — 
Shrine of whatever exahs ajad grakie)ei Ijb^ 
Star of benighted France— Mr wi^ mr wHe, 
Tom &om mine arms this mondi^ ha§ baes ytsjty 
Where Hebert's widow, where I^etOMMihrn' weuty 
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Where jour's may foDow you, where I, and all, 

His list, or hate, has margin for, must fall. 

Forbid it, Deputies of France, forbid ! 

Old Mountaineers, who sit where Herault did — 

Ye moderate men, that in the plain succumb — 

If ye dare dream of Vergniaud's martyrdom ; 

If seats here seem sufficiently bereft ; 

If any pity, pluck, or brains are left ; 

Arrest at last this merciless machine ! 

Down with him ! down, the incarnate Guillotine ! 

Hear my last summons ! seize your last, sole chance ! 

Saye the Conyention ! saye yourselyes and France ! 

Redeem man's pride, man's morals, from the mud. 

And crush this monster bloat with cant and blood ! 

And now, now crush him, or no more endeayonr ! 

DEPUTIES. 

Live Tallien ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Hear me — 

VOICE. 

Tyrant ! 

DEPUTIES. 

France for ever ! 
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VOICE. 

Down! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Citizens ! 



DEPUTIES. 

Down ! Tyrant — Freedom live ! 



ROBESPIERRE. 

But give me freedom ! 

DEPUTIES. 

Tyrant! 



ROBESPIERRE. 

Audience give ! 

DEPUTIES. 



Down! 



VOICE. 

To the bar! 



ROBESPIERRE. 

I will be heard. Descend ! 



TALLIEN. 

I have not finished — 

DEPUTIES. 

Tallien ! 



ROBESPIERRE. 

Make an end ! 
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TALLIBK. 

Tm thk tliea. I demand, that France decree — 

BOBBSPIERRB. 

Traitor, come down, and let me answer thee — 

TALLTEN. 

The impeachmoit — 

BOBESPIERRB. 

Bravo! Spy of Pitt! Proceed— 

TALLISN. 

Of Maximilian Robespierre. 

DEPUTIBS. 

Decreed! 

TALLISN. 

Add— 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Wretch ! My repartee will spoil thy jest — 

TALLIEN. 

Add Maximilian Robespierre's arrest. 



ACT m. SCEXE T, 
Decreed! decreed! 

SO£lSJr:XZ££. 

Bm £~r* jxgt 5j*5«-r^~ i wort 



And I demand — 






That MaTimilJan MMes^jtsrffi ^.'^^sxM'jt 
Be heard — ifhzpW he usaske r*atf ^e^&*su<^ - 
Where his crimcB aJ9«> il&ZI ais js;?:^^ i^ v^vi^ i^ 
At the THhooaTs toav and tL»n: 4>>/u^. 
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ROBESPIERRE. 

I>eArCitixens— 



TALUBN. 

Whoee names your note-book grace. 

VOICE. 

Your list! 

DEPUTIES. 

Your list thea ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Hear me in my place ! 
With virtue's courage — 

TALUEN. 

Truth's should co-exist. 



Read us your death-roll ! 



DEPUTIES. 

Read! the list! the list! 



ACT in. SCEXE y, 17^ 



ROBESPEEBAZ. 

For justice — 

DEPCTIES. 

To the bar! 



BOBESPTEXXX. 

Bat heixrl 
©EPimBt 



For mercy — 



When was mfixrrr htiOFt \j iMft * 
Vote, vote ! 

Hearfim! 

I«FmJE5, 

PatriotBy I caKt me od iIk; \Lfffu^suu\ W^^s^^ 
x2 
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Give speech, give audience ~I conjure, entreat — 

MOUKTAINBBRS. 

Down ! That vras Danton's — that Desmoulins' seat ! 

DEPUTIES. 

Down! Vote! Decreed! Discuss no more! 'Tis 

past! 
Down with the Tyrant! 

ROBBSPIBRRE. 

To the Plain at last 
I fly for refuge. Moderate men and good— - 

MODERATES. 

Avaunt ! Thou standest just where Vergniaud stood. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Each herd receives with horns the hunted deer. 

DEPUTIES. 

Down ! To the bar ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

No, give me audience here. 



ACT m. SCEXE T. i_: 

Hear me, oh Picsdait — 



Ir SETL — 



Perish the Tyrant ! Fpcedrxx. Y^xz^jt ijt *t^ : 



For the last 






President nf iiimiriii * Gfre s:^ ^^^^^jil \ 



Wretch ! Dantoo's t>>>od t2:T t v>:* iait ^^^ay^^* *3f*/,- 



Dantoa ? Whr cL^,z^A *l^'/m <k,^^>1 ;i,/;i^ v/"'*^ 



i.^>t > 
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D*ANQLA8. 

Plead to the bar that sileiiced Vergniaud's plea ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Whose crime you shared, whose scaffold shunned 
through me. 

MERLIN. 

I demand audience. There one tyrant stands — 
The head is challenged — but the hands, the hands ? 

DEPUTIES. 

True! 

MERLIN. 

I demand — 

DEPUTIES. 

That needs not be discussed — 

MERLIN. 

Saint-Just's impeachment ! 

DEPUTIES. 

To the bar, Saint-Just ! 
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d'anqlas. 
I demand Couthon's. 

DEPUTIES. 

Couthon to the bar ! 

COUTHON. 

Far purer place than yours, and happier far. 

ROBESPIERRE THE YOUNGER. 

And 1 demand — 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Nay, Brother — 

DEPUTIES. 

Hear — Arrest — 
Impeach him — Hear — ^What is't ? 

ROBESPIERRE THE YOUNGER. 

One last request — 
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To others ! 



DEPUTIES. 
ROBESPIERRE. 

Spare him ! 

DEPUTIES. 

Down! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Oh Liberty, 
Farewell ! The whole Republic falls with me. 
Slanderers of women ! what is then the issue 
Of e'en your toib, but ravelling golden tissue? 
Which some gladiator shall coUect, and twine, 
To knot his sword, and lace his concubine. 

R0BEi9PIERRE THE YOUNGER. 

But I demand — 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Forbear ! The axe is up. 
I must drink hemlock — 

ROBESPIERRE THE YOUNQER. 

And I drain the cup. 



^4 
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ROBESPIERRE. 

Dear Brother — 

TALLIEN. 

Silence, youth might save thee— cease, 
Or perish — 

ROBESPIERRE THE YOUNGER. 

I demand — 

DEPUTIES. 

What is it? Peace! 
Down! 

ROBESPIERRE THE YOUNGER. 

I demand 70a make — 

DEPUTIES. 

Away! Toothers! 

ROBESPIERRE THE YOUNGER. 

Make mine the crime and doom you make my brother's. 

Y 
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DEPUTIES. 

They're yours. 

ROBESPIERRE THE YOUNGER. 

Thanks ! 



DEPUTIES. 

Welcome ! To the bar I Decreed ! 



VOICE. 

To prison ! 

DEPUTIES. 

Aye — To prison ! Guards, precede ! 
All France should follow. Forward ! Forth ! Ad- 
journ ! 

TALLIEN. 

Go, guard the path they never shall return. 
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DEPUTIES. 

Forward ! 

TALLIES. 

Forbid escape by force or stealth. 

DEPUTIES. 

Tyrants to prison ! Live the Commonwealth ! 



y2 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 

TERESA. 
Now doors on doors seal up again my cell : 
Bolt after bolt re-echoes, like a knell : 
And yon high grate, with meshes scarce apart, 
Casts, like a pall, their shadow on my heart. 
Remorseless den, that death must next unlock, 
Payement and vault, impenetrable rock — 
Sepulchral walls, where epitaphs are traced, 
What tears, what tortures, has your fold embraced ! 
With iron ear, and adamantine look — 
Like the stem judges', all go hence to brook. 
Lost Roland's wife here learned hq^r last exclaim — 
What crimes are wrought, oh Freedom, in thy nam>e ! 
Here Austria's daughter wept a world undone. 
Desmoulins' widow here, and Hubert's Nun, 
Mingled their tears. Here, eager for her hearse, 
Comeille's great grandchild verified his verse — 
'Tis not the scaffold shames, hut only guilt — 
And joyed a tyrant's heart had stained her hilt. 
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But far an eagle's flight outsoars the dove. 
Her mission here was vengeance, mine but love. 
Both vain ! No matter — vainer were regret. 
Tallien will miss me —follow— or forget? 
Alas ! can vows a demagogue engage? 
Or love find faith in this degenerate age ? 
Whose pastime is debauch, whose business spoil, 
And whose worst woes are poverty and toil. 
Swift to the pitfall as a fawn careers, 
How life has fleeted, through a vale of tears ! 
Oh, had I used my misery as a well ! 
What pools were flooded with the showers that fell! 
What tracts, now desert, freshened from the floods ! 
Spring dawns, dew rises, and the almond buds : 
Noon beams — ^the buds are blossoming as gems : 
Night breathes a frost— they wither on their stems : 
A tempest howls — they scatter from the bough : 
Snow follows with a shroud — where are they now ? 
Snows vanish, spring revives, and almonds bear 
New buds and blossoms, but the past are — where ? 
Again the hollow laugh, and faltering cheer, 
Of pale-faced prisoners, who, to cheat their fear. 
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And soothe their sorrow, personate its close. 
Their mock tribunal has now doomed their foes^ 
And their mock scaffold next preludes a scene. 
Truth may soon witness worse performed, I ween. 
What's that ? Tones change ! All suddenly are dumb ! 
Wheels rumble— Ha! they halt. The tumbrels come ! 
Death's list arrives. And victims leave their cell 
To hear the roU called — 

APPARITOR WITHOUT. 

D'Aiguillon! 

PRISONER WITHOUT. 

Farewell ! 

TERESA. 

They near ! They pass me — 

APPARITOR WITHOUT. 

Montmorency ! 

ANOTHER PRISONER WITHOUT. 

Here ! 

TERESA. 

God ! at whose bar my soul must soon appear, 
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Or merge in darkness and the onconsdoiis clay — 

APPABITOR WITHOUT. 

Teresa— 

TERESA. 

Merciful God — 

APPARITOR WITHOUT. 

De Fontenai ! 

TERESA. 

Leave me not there eternally confiised — 

APPARITOR WITHOUT. 

Where is her cell ? 

TERESA. 

Forgive me life misused — 
And; if my orisons may name him now — 

APPARITOR WITHOUT. 

This door is chalked : unlock it ! 
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SCENE II. 

APPARITOR. JAILOR. GUARDS. PRISONERS. 
TERESA. 



APPARITOR. 

Who art thou? 

TERESA. 

Your victim— 

APPARITOR. 

Name? 

TERESA. 

De Fontenai. 

APPARITOR. 

Arrest her ! 
Back, Citizens ! You pester me, you pester. 
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Bind her. Stand back ! This zeal is quite obtrusive. 
Each in his turn — But justice grows exclusive. 
Patience ! Ripe apples are the first to fall. 
But in due time the cyder-press has all. 
This evening's batch is most aristocratic. 
Now let me count. How figures craze my attic ! 
The list is wrong, or else the chalks : they vary — 
I want one— 

PRISONERS. 

Name ! name ! Save me, Jesu ! Mary ! 

APPARITOR. 

Silence, your saints ! There's one head wanting still — 
A place, who here would complaisantly fill ? 

PRISONERS. 

Name ! name ! Despatch us — You insult too long. 

APPARITOR. 

Good Marquis Mouchard, here again you're wrong. 

z 
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Three-Bcore — How many tied there ? 



JAILOR. 

Fifty-nine. 



APPARITOR. 

One name too many — Fonteiiai's ? 



TERESA. 

That's mine- 

APPAHITOR. 

Or one too few. Whose is it with a blot ? 
Citizen Paine ! 

JAILOR. 

He is not here — 



APPARITOR. 

Why not? 
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JAILOR. 

He went this morn— 

APPARITOR. 

No. Justice has been balked. 
Send for him straight. 

JAILOR. 

His door is there unehalked. 
Give me your paper. Why — this solves the doubt — 
Some names have here been added, some struck out. 
Paine's was, perhaps, by Fontenai's supplied. 

APPARITOR. 

See if his door has not been chalked inside ! 

JAILOR. 

Away ! You have your number. Cart them hence. 

APPARITOR. 

These lodgings please. New customers commence. 
z2 
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SCENE III. 

ROBESPIERRE. SERJEANT. TERESA. APPARITOR. 
JAILOR. GUARDS. PRISONERS. 



APPARITOR. 

What next! 

TERESA. 

The Incorrupt ! 

PRISONERS. 

Hail, Mary, hail ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Yes, I— lest fealty to the law should fail, 
E'en when its foes the mandate misdirect — 
I render me your prisoner— 

PRISONERS. 

Ha! Suspect? 
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JAILOR. 



Can this be real? 



7 



SERJEANT. 

Read my warrant — Here ! 

PRISONERS. 

Hail to the Incorrupt ! Hail, Robespierre ! 

What, Robespierre suspect ? 'Tis thus ! E'en thus ? 

What ! come to conjugate that verb with us — 

/ am suspecty thou arty he is suspect, 

We, you, they, are — Oh welcome to our sect, 

Our cells, and fate. The Commonwealth for ever ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Save me from these, good jailor, save, and sever 
The People's friend from foes to both forsworn. 
Give me some cell, where patriotism may mourn 
The ingratitude of France, till France be wise. 
Meanwhile let one, who could command, advise — 
Still serve, like me, still execute the laws ; 
Nor slight nor slacken the Republic's cause. 
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Let culprits, bound for transfer, leave these cells, 
For where France summons them and crime compels : 
And let who wait that summons hence retire, 
And spare my woe the outrage of their ire. 



appar;tor. 



Forward ! 



PRISONERS. 

No. France disowns that tyrant's power. 



TERESA. 

Tallien has triumphed. We are safe — 

ROBESPIERRE. 

An hour. 

APPARITOR. 

March ! I salute you. Come, my innocent ducks. 
Your hash wants settling. Forward ! To the trucks ! 
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JAILOR. 

You Others, to your cells ! 

PRISONERS. 

I am, thou art. 
He is, suspect— 

JAILOR. 

Rest here awhile. 

APPARITOR. 

Depart ! 

PRISONERS. 

We drag thee after ! Robespierre shall follow ! 

APPARITOR. 

Out with you ! Out the wood, before you hollow ! 

TERESA. 

Tallien has triumphed— 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Not for you at least. 

TERESA. 

Rescue shall reach us. Terror's reign has ceased — 
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ROBESPIERRE. 

But Death's has not His arrows round you glance. 

A PRISONER. 

God save the Constitution ! 

TERESA. 

God save France ! 
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SCENE IV. 

ROBESPIERRE. 
To death ! I follow— 

VOICE. 

Follow ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

StiUthat voice? 
Saint-Just gave counsels wiser than my choice. 
I should have smitten first, and then accused. 
Forms are for fools when law must be abused. 
Where now my hope to give republics rest, 
And cut the canker worm from Europe's breast ? 
Unhappy virtue ! Words ! and fortune's slave ! 
Unhappier freedom ! Mine must be thy grave. 
What man could more, than Couthon and Saint-Just ? 
Desmoulins ! Danton ! Where were they ? In dust. 

A A 
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For tongue like TalUen's— conscience like Barrere's 
Oh Traitors ! Pirates ! But the helm is their's. 
Yet stay—They hreast a torrent hard to stem. 
What jury will convict me ? judge condemn ? 
Will Herman— 

VOICE. 

Yes. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Peace ! Will Duplay— 



VOICE. 
ROBESPIERRE. 

That visionary voice pursues me still. 
'Tis the disease of mind or brain — 

VOICE. 

'Tis not. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

It smote the Hall, like distant cannon shot. 



He will. 
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Heed not, nor hear it ! 

VOICE. 

Hear! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Was this deserved ? 
Was ever dog, belied for mad, so served ? 
And Augustuie, good brother ! News to glad 
The worst of sisters — 

VOICE. 

Thou hast driven her mad. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Brigands ! They rose, as waves a tempest plies. 
And drowned my voice with outrages and lies ; 
Foaming, as streamers from the wave's top driven 
To strew the gulphs a hurricane has riven. 
Ah ! all mankind may haply do the same; 
And all times after thus transmit my name. 
aa2 
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What* s &me ? A parrot^ fowlers teach by rote 
The by-word, time records, for dupes to quote. 
And what's belief? A sham of false pretence ; 
Or phrase, delusion substitutes for sense — 
A jugler's trick to charm the ignorant child. 
Or dotard's dream by impotence beguiled. 
As pictures cheat the eye by shade and light. 
As e'en the mirror changes left to right. 
Wax to relief the intaglio of the gem. 
So history truth to myth, and mocks like them. 
Cursed be the wretch, who first beguiled his mind 
With founding states, or governing mankind ! 
Renounced his rest, to give the world repose. 
And served all, only to make all his foes. 
Fool ! who aspired where Providence succumbed — 
And fools ! who follow to the abyss he plumbed. 
Why did I leave my native vill ? Why leave 
My sire's profession, and those clubs at eve, 
Where women gave my madrigals applause. 
And men my themes to humanize the laws ? 
Why leave the only heart I ever swayed — 
That modest flower, I flung away to fade ? 
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Rousseaa ! RoDaBean ! C<moat ddada Hke drnk. 
Better teach birds to prate, than men to think. 
Better driye sheep to pasduey swine to pen. 
Than question creeds, or legislate for men. 
Oh better sweep the chimner, soonr the drain. 
Than cleanse a Cout, reform a 'Peo^i^s chain. 
Or think their neck, to saperetiiion pn»e. 
Can burst a joke scarce shaken from mine own. 
What lies before me? 

YOICB. 

Death. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

What follows 1 

YOICE. 

Doom. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

There is a Aitore — ^witness e'en the tomb — 
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Whether to vegetate or feeL My soul^ 
Why think of things beyond thine own control ? 
The past is past help^ human or divine ; 
The future is but God's, the present mine. 
I stiU am master of myself— 

VOICE. 

Thou slave ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Good friends remain, to rescue me, and save, 
From death's tribunal, from the tumbrel's hearse. 
The meddling priest — 

VOICE. 

Oh hear him ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Crowds, that curse ', 
Furies, that round the scaffold hoot and hymn; 
The staggering stairs, the plank, the basket's brim ; 
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The shrinking neck beneath the glittering rafter ; 
The loosened swoop, the clank, cut, crash— 



VOICE. 

And after? 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Oh rescue me, good friends, from foes, that doom ; 
Foes, that deny me audience ; foes, on whom. 
Save to destroy, I deign not waste a breath — 



VOICE. 

The last of foes to be destroyed is death— 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Hail death ! And hail his followers dark and void. 
Dread mysteries, hail ! 

VOICE. 

That ne'er can be destroyed- 



HCHldh^L^TtHF- 



Vnai ^wr^tcatBt SfiBUT^ 



: one pnTcr ? 



FrwMit! 



▼OKTBL 

Hoid ! 

Ho! 



JAILOR WITHOUT. 

Chben! 

BOBESPISmRS. 

Who's there? 



TOICB. 

LiTe I But by nMNm — 



w 
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SCENE V. 

JAILOR. ROBESPIERRE. 
JAILOR. 

The Incorrupt is free ! 
These keys are his. And pardon^ pardon me 
A moment's doubt^ who spoke the People's will, 
Their sometime chosen, or their champion still. 
Go, gain the Jacobins', the Commune gain. 
And let the People thence resume their reign. 

ROBESPIERRE 

Well said! Well done! Thanks, Citizen. Farewell! 
Let me once reach the Commune, and their bell 
Shall rouse the suburbs' power, the Assembly's doom. 
And knoll their Tallien headless to his tomb. 



B B 
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SCENE VI. 



TALLIEN. TERESA. GUARDS. PRISONERS. 
ROBESPIERRE. JAILOR. 



TALLIEN. 

But Tallien*s head as yet its station keeps, 

And wakes, and watches, though the Assembly sleeps. 

The guillotine, their hopes forgot, I sought, 

And turned the tumbrels — ere its jaws had caught ; 

Then sped, to snatch these victims from their wain ; 

Nor guessed the treachery I have here o'erta'en. 

Arrest that jailor ! Have him doubly barred ! 

His keys and office worthier hands shall guard. 

You, Robespierre, these walls must still confine, 

'Till rent by mightier words than your's or mine. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Whose now in France can Tallien's emulate ? 
On them depends her pleasure, and my fate. 
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Abuse your fortune ! Death shall end my woes. 
When Tallien wills. We were not always foes. 

TALLIEN. 

What end could better give your woes relief? 
Ah, Robespierre ! your guilt exceeds your grief. 
'Tis true, I trusted once, and listened long. 
To words, whose promise was the halcyon's song, 
The winter's flower : but oh, what frosts to wither. 
What storms to desolate France, have brought you 
hither ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

We have been friends then. Why were we estranged ? 
Confess, at least, my morals are unchanged. 
My principles, methinks, still claim respect. 
What is't you want ? Reaction ? Ah, reflect ! 
The crocodile that cries so loud is fanged. 
Have you yourself done nothing to be hanged. 
Should priests or princes rear again their gibbet ? 
Will restoration pause where you prohibit ? 
Come, what divides us ? Blood alike has shocked. 
But is this justice ? No. Its forms are mocked. 
bb2 
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'Tis social war^ discriminate and restrained. 
Whose object^ peace, is now so nigh attained. 
Can you shake hands with D'Herbois and Varennes, 
And shrink from me for woman's blood or men's ? 
What parts us ? Power ? Its prizes you have shared. 
Your fiiends have been proscribed? But you were 

spared. 
What then? That list? A calumny! a snare! 
Or why, if actual, should your name be there ? 
Have you not lived this twelvemonth in my reach ? 
Had I no cause to anticipate your speech ? 
Trust me, the balanced beam a grocer buoys 
Had never wares and weights in juster poise. 
Than scales have hung where D'Herbois weighed your 

life. 
Oft, when my finger snatched you from the knife. 
Oh, had I so saved Danton from their clutch ! 
Dread, dread mistake ! Beware you make as much. 
Times change. Accept me as a friend and brother. 
Believe, we twain have need of one another. 
Come, wheels revolve. You have been in my power, 
As I in your's am, for the passing hour. 
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TALLIEN. 

De Fontenai's arrest — 

TERESA. 

Nay, Tallien. Pause ! 
Let no slight motive wrong your noble cause. 
If choice now lies between him and Varennes — 
Woe for us both, and woe all citizens ! 
But be my death, designed or done, forgot. 
I pardon him, may God, if France cannot. 

TALLIEN. 

For France I answer. And 'twas not her fate. 
Nor your's, nor mine, so made me hesitate : 
Scorn only bade me with surprise attend. 
How far stem craft, and cruel pride, could bend. 
To plead for pity they have never shown. 
And gloze o'er guilt no vengeance can atone. 
I know you well. My head has lain, no doubt. 
As in a tiger's jaws, but now 'tis out — 
Nor purring tones, nor claws within their sheath, 
Again shall tempt me to that tiger's teeth. 
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Yoa wrong my reasoo. Tenor^s ragn is o'er — 
And joor^s. I would not make your miseiy more. 
Yet know, your crimes, whose character I spare. 
Your crimes haye made your death the secret prayer. 
And common need, of all who ^oald exist 
Varennes and D'Herbois have their sins, I wist. 
Their moment has not come : but yonr^s is knolled. 
To-morrow's sunrise yoa shall ne*er behold. 

ROBGSPIBRRB. 

Yet <Hie word more— 

TALLIBN. 

In vain — 

ROBESPISRRB. 

Your task is great. 
Your perils are not small — 

TALLIBN. 

Fulfil your fate. 
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ROBESPIERRE. 

Tallien, escape, escape is all I craye. 
Let not ungrateful France have e'en my grave. 
Spare me what days disease has left undone, 
For want and woe beyond the setting sun. 
To the wild west for ever let me fly. 
Spare, while you can. To-morrow — 

TALLIEN. 

You must die. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Hark ! A far sound, my ears perhaps mis-spell, 
Or fancies change to chimes— 

TALLIEN. 

Your knell ! your knell ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Hark ! 'Tis the tocsin ! From Saint-Jaques it broke — 
The Commune's bell makes echo, stroke for stroke ! 
Saint-Roch has caught, Saint-Eustace swells, the call : 
Tower answers tower — Great Notre Dame's o'er all ! 
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Music, ragB dance to; pikes descend as sleet ; 
And stones for ramparts leap from sti'eet to street. 
Tallien, release me. Take my hand and oath — 
We need each other ; and France needs us both. 
Henceforth her welfare be our joint endeavour. 
Time presses. Here's my hand. Accept it ! 

TALLIEN. 

Never. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Hark ! 'Tis the cannon thunders through the chimes. 
The lions roar : earth trembles — ^Think betimes ! 
Send me to shut their mouths, or turn the shot, 
And all your acts but this shall be forgot — 
Sole grace, your fortune owns, or mine requires. 
Hark ! 'Tis the trump Saint- Anthony inspires. 
Unlock that door ! 'Twill shiver in its arch. 
If once Saint-Marceau beat the drum's dead march. 
Speed ! lest another blast prelude the band 
That quires for death — A second time, my hand ! 
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TALLIEN. 

Homicide ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Madman ! Hear you not that yell ? 
Theroigne has there her thousand hags of hell. 
You start! Flame flashes. Quench it! ruin must. 
You writhe ! Earth reels. Vincennes is blown to dust. 
For the third time, my hand ! The instant fleets — 

TALLIEN. 

Fiend ! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

'Tis the drum's dead march Saint-Marceau beats. 
*Tis your last judgment's trump. And choirs for blood 
Peal up, as ocean sweeps a waste of mud. 
Majestic France resumes her sovereign rights — 
And Tallien, your's have passed, as yesternight's. 
Near and more near each shout, each volley draws— 
Tallien, thou art my prisoner, and the law's ! 
Its will in mine dares any warder doubt ? 
Hark ! The Republic speaks o'er all, without. 

c c 
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Its axes smite, they crush, the prison's gate — 
Bind, and bear off, that woman to her fate ! 

POPULACE WITHOUT. 

Terror! Blood! Blood! 

ROBESPIERRE. 

They enter, axe and pike. 
As rolls the Rhine where freshes burst a dyke. 
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SCENE VIL 

ST. JUST. POPULACE. TALLIEN. * TERESA. 
POPULACE. 

The Incorrupt ! Death! Victory! Terror! Blood! 

ROBBSPIEBBE. 

Hail! 

ST. JUST. 

Hail^ and haste ! while fortune is at flood. 
France calls to arms, and Paris answers well. 
The Assembly slumbers— Let them wake in hell ! 
The Guild has Couthon. Augustine is free. 
Me Henriot rescued, as I rescue thee. 
Red caps are rallying there, with torch and pike. 
The Artillery waits your mandate — Bid them strike ! 
Your guillotine is slow — Tribunals tire : 
Purge the corrupt Convention ! purge with fire. 
Ere daft aristocrats resume their sense, 
Or Bourdon's coxcombs dream of self-defence. 
cc 2 
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ROBESPIERRE. 

Thanks ! thanks ! But if my lips again have force. 

Be their first cry — The law resumes its course ! 

And let its forfeits re-ascend their car : 

And yon dame seek the Revolution's bar. 

YoUy Tallien, watch that grate till morning climbs ! 

'Twill take till then to catalogue your crimes. 

TALLIEN. 

You read the law, all Revolutions pen — 
That guiltiest means prevail, and guiltiest men. 

TERESA. 

Adieu then, Tallien ! 

TALLIEN^ 

Here, again we sever. 



Farewell ! 



TERESA. 
TALLIEN. 

Farewell, Teresa — 



ROBESPIERRE. 

Yes, for ever ! 
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Your useless hours are summed^ your latest knolled^ 

And your lives finish^ as a tale half told. 

Youy that dressed after classical caprice. 

And apied the airs and attitudes of Greece, 

Till your soul seemed of statuary stone, 

Your mien some graven wanton's. One alone. 

Of all the modes your vanity would borrow. 

The headless torso's, shall be yours to-morrow. 

Go, tell Dumas what fortunes fed your waste. 

Bid Coffinhall commiserate ton and taste. 

Say, what saloons you promised dice and dance. 

To enshrine, forsooth, civility in France — 

What delicate dames should there with mincing pace. 

To ply the ingenious art of ravelling lace — 

What golden coxcombs buzz in your abode. 

With hair combed upwards in the victim's mode — 

Ah ! fatal fashion, and of omen dire ! 

Alas ! o'er all your elegant attire 

The parricide's red shirt is doomed to drop. 

And your last toilet prove the scaffold's crop. 

Away ! For him, her apron strings attached, 

To eke her wit, and father what it hatched, 
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Hinii who thought fortune too had constant grown. 
And deemed to-morrow like to-day his own — 
Forsoothi whose fashions were' to set the city's. 
Whose speeches charm Convention and Committees, 
Till swords could dissipate whom France convened — 
Tallien, whose tongue tanged homicide and fiend — 
Hard words, a parrot scarce so aptly screams — 
Tallien, who taxes me with blood in streams. 
Blood, justice claimed for punishment condign. 
Blood, all his stanching was to swell with mine — 
I too shall spare him, and myself, the endeavour 
To enumerate his crimes now closed for ever — 
Crimes, he at mom shall palliate or atone, * 
Where France can judge, and Fouquier make them 

known. 
To-night the cell, he destined me, must hide, 
And with its echoes curse, his foolish pride. 
That spumed my hand thrice proffering faith and peace. 
Till clench'd and raised to fulmine his decease. 
Go, leam the farce yon hypocrites recite ! 
Go, game with sots at guillotine to-night ! 
Fouquier to-morrow, as we sup, shall tell 
Whose part most faltered, ere the curtain fell. 



ACT IV. SCENE VIII. 199 



SCENE VIII. 
ROBESPIERRE. ST. JUST. POPULACE. 



ROBESPIERRE. 

Now to the Commune ! 

ST. JUST. 

There, ere morn be rud, 
To marshal myriads, march knee-deep in blood, 
And purge assembled France with fire and sword. 
Speak, Robespierre ! The world awaits your word. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

People ! whose wrongs at length to vengeance tower. 
Like flames from earth fools doubted could devour— 
People ! whose virtues cover earth, as grass. 
To feed ingrates, that spurn you as they pass— 
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Oh stars, of radiance lost in freedom's sun, 

But kindling each a world with night begun ! 

Again foes arm. Again the tocsin rings. 

Again the cannon thunders death to Kings — 

Death to the aristocrats. All peace b past. 

Their knell, or freedom's, peals this time the last. 

In vain re-action veils the way it wends. 

In vain these monsters feign themselves your friends — 

Friends! Friends, forsooth, to tax your sight and 

breath. 
Debauch your daughters, sell your sons to death. 
Make riot in your wrongs, and call them laws — 
And, oh last insult to the dearth they cause. 
Exact proud titles, and an abject guise — 
His Honor— bow ! His Grace — be prostrate ! Rise ! 
'Tis false ! Those virtues, People, are your own, 
And, faugh ! those postures due to Heaven alone. 
Rise, Men and brethren I Lift your heads to light. 
Know your own mission, and make known your might. 
Sons of one God, who owns no favourite cast. 
No noble birth, no rank of first or last — 
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God, who made all for happiness and health, 
And wills that none lack learning, worth or wealth. 
Woe to the proud, that claim beyond their share ! 
Woe to the thief! Aristocrats, beware ! 
Whether your knavery sneak to Kings and Queens, 
Or scowl with Tallien plumed where France convenes. 
A sword is forth : a sword no pity checks, 
The People's sword o'erhangs — alas the necks ! 
Would God e'en mine might satiate it instead. 
Each patriot owes the Commonwealth his head : 
And mine were ne'er too soon to Monarchs thrown. 
Could that but sate who hunger for your own. 
But greedier than the grave those monsters chafe. 
Where I, unheard, am sentenced, who is safe ? 
Can reason rule where faction drowns discourse ? 
And, reason failing, what remains but force ? 
To arms, to arms then ! People, prove your powers ! 
This cause is yours — Decide it ! But for ours, 
'Tis certain, I at least shall still be free — 
But whether dead or living, on ! and see. 
On ! nor regard what carcasses you tread. 
Freedom must pile her ramparts of the dead. 

D D 
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On ! and like ruin's let your blows descend. 

People 1 March on ! Strike home ! and make an end ! 

POPULACE. 

The Incorrupt ! Ho ! Forward, torch and lance ! 
France is in danger ! Save her ! Charge for France ! 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. 
D'ANGLAS. MERLIN. VARENNES. DEPUTIES. 

YARENNES. 

So few ! 

MERLIN. 

So many ! 

VARENNES. 

Robespierre's released ? 

MERLIN. 

And holds the Guild. 

d'anglas. 

The minute gun has ceased. 
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YARENNES. 

The guillotine goes on. 

d'anglas. 

But Tallien sped 
To arrest it ? 

YARENNES. 

Still the gutters thence are red. 

MERLIN. 

Henriot overtook the tumbrels Tallien stopped. 

And threescore heads have fallen, as chaff were chopped. 

I saw six wains arrive, with victims bound. 

Some wept, some jested, some looked sternly round. 

One chanted low a penitential psalm. 

Another raved. The rest were pale, but calm. 

d'anglas. 
Ch6nier and Roucher ? ' 

MERLIN. 

Side by side conversed. 
" Without adieu ! " cried Roucher, summoned first. 
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Next Ch^nier tapped his forehead on the stair, 

And sighed, '^ So young ! and I had something there." 

d'anqlas. 
Ah, generous plaint of geniujB ! that repined 
Less for life's loss, than hope's to serve mankind ! 

MERUN. 

At the third call, a woman shrieked aghast — 
*' Have mercy ! mercy ! Leave me till the last — 
" 'Till next— For all the lands I forfeit— Stay ! 
" For all my bonds — one moment ! but to pray! 
" For thrice their worth, in buried gems and coin, 
" My pampered Black betrayed me to purloin"— 
So, from the plank, Du Barri begged for life, 
And writhed, and screamed, till silenced by the knife. 
Lavoisier's head rolled down, ere her's had done. 
Then Loiserolles the sire pursued the son — 

d'anglas. 
France ! France ! Is this thy justice ? this thy law ? 
But saw you not Saint-Amaranthe ? 

MERLIN. 

I saw. 
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The parricide's red robe illumed her face. 

It seemed an angeFs, sent her kin to grace. 

With spirit-stirring words^ and look elate. 

She kissed and strengthened each to encounter fate. 

In their*s forgot her own, denied it pained, 

And went up first, to example death disdained. 

VARENNBS. 

The People? 

MERLIN. 

Shocked at nothing, shrunk from this. 
E'en the vile snakes of hirelings ceased to hiss. 
Men muttered, some for shame, for mercy some. 
Till Henriot, shouting " Strike, strike up the drum !" 
His squadrons wheeled, and trampling youth and eld. 
Spurred to the prison, where SaintJust is held — 

d'anolas. 
And thence to Couthon's — and has rescued both. 

VARENNES. 

The Jacobins' whole club have ta'en an oath. 
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With right hands plunged in blood and stretched on 

high, 
To war for Robespierre, and win or die. 

d'amglas. 
Here comes Barr^re. The Safety in his train — 
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SCENE II. 

BARUfeRE. D'ANGLAS. MERLIN. VRRENNES. 
DEPUTIES. MODERATES. MOUNTAINEERS. 

MODERATES. 

Praise to the Mountain ! 

MOUNTAINEERS. 

Honour to the Plain ! 

BARRERE. 

Well met ! Without your courage, all were lost. 

d'anulas. 
To separate was the fault — 

BARRERE. 

And dear its cost. 
Foes, while we feasted, wrought as shadows run. 
Till night's may pall a Commonwealth undone. 



ACT V. SCENE II. 209 

Though truce a moment silence guns and bells^ 
The boulevards ferment, the garden yells. 
Drums roU, crowds cross by hostile factions riven. 
As adverse tides of ocean tempest-driven ; 
Steeds neigh, flames lighten, barricades are high. 
And rockets from the suburbs fright the sky. 

d'anglas. 
Tallien ? 

BARRERE. 

He fiUs the cell your Tyrant filled. 
The schools of Mars, the Artillery gird the Guild. 
The insurgent Commune has usurped the state. 
And threats ere mom to thunder at your gate. 

MERLIN. 

The Welfare? 

BARRERE. 

Rides all armed from post to post. 
To Tallien's rescue Bourdon leads a host. 

E E 



210 ROBESPIERRE. 

Tis Thuriot*8 charge the golden youth to arm. 
And hither — Hark their camion of alarm ! 

VARENNES. 

Tiflfer! 

BARRERB. 

Then death has duties to fulfil. 
But life is worth some moments' purchase still. 
Exact its utmost price ! The occasion comes — 

YARBNNES. 

The torches of Saint-Just ! 

MBRLIN. 

And Henriot's drums ! 

DEPUTIES. 

To arms ! Arms ! 

BARRERE. 

None hut courage here exist 
The war begins ! 



ACT V. SCENE III. 211 



SCENE III. 

TERESA. BARRERE. D'ANGLAS. MERLIN. 
VARENNES. DEPUTIES. 

TERESA. 

Assassin ! Thou hast missed. 



BARRERE. 

Thy news ? 

TERESA. 

The latest, that I come to crave 
Your refuge and the laws', or share their grave. 

BARRERE. 

ButTallien? 

TERESA. 

Freed, and armed, by Bourdon's power. 
Now speeds to storm the Commune in its tower, 

E E 2 
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And sent me hither with his hopes — too late ! 
The Commune's hordes besiege your every gate. 
I pierced with pain the last miguarded spot. 
Henriot, half-drunk, spurred after me, and shot. 
While gaunt and glaring, as a tiger pores, 
Saint-Just points down ten cannon to your doors. 
What, what can France oppose to such behests? 

d'anqlas. 
Her laws — 

MERLIN. 

Her Deputies ! 

DEPUTIES. 

Our rights ! Our breasts ! 

barre're. 
Let no man hope to make his own exempt. ■ 
Compact can here gain nothing but contempt. 
Has this day's vote left pardon one resource ? 
No compact ! courage is our only force : 
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That must betray us ; this may save perchance — 

POPULACE WITHOUT. 

Terror ! 

BARRERE. 

Your places ! Deputies of France — 

POPULACE WITHOUT. 

On! Bread or blood! On! 

BARRERE. 

Citizens^ prepare 
To perish iat your posts ! 

DEPUTIES. 

We will — we swear ! 

BARRERE. 

Pause not to choose a chairman more condign. 
Since honour's post is danger's^ make it mine. 
France in convention ! Hear your journal read^ 
Of this day's edicts — 

POPULACE WITHOUT. 

Terror ! Blood or bread ! 
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BARB^RE. 

The torrent comes — Let each select the place 
His vote has gained^ and sacrifice may grace. 

POPULACE WITHOUT. 

Death! 

BARRERE. 

Nothing but your breasts can brave the flood. 

POPULACE WITHOUT. 

Down! Down with the Convention! Bread and blood ! 

BARRERE. 

As erst Rome's senate faced the barbarous Gauls, 
Face we their o£&pring. 

POPULACE WITHOUT. 

Ho! within! 

BARRERE. 

Who calls! 
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Who stonns the Assembly with this furious din ? 

POPULACE WITHOUT. 

The Sovereign People ! 

BARRBRE. 

Citizens^ come in ! 
Why smite your axes the Convention's gate ? 

DEPUTIES. 

Down, Triumvir ! Down, Cromwell ! Welcome fate ! 
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SCENE IV. 

ST. JUST. POPULACE. BARRERE. D'ANGLAS. 
MERLIN. VARENNES. TERESA. DEPUTIES. 



POPULACE. 

Blood! 

BARRERE. 

In the law's name — 

ST. JUST. 

In the People's name, 
Hear, and decree the mandate they proclaun ! 
The Assembly is deluded, France betrayed ; 
And Paris arms to rescue them and aid. 
Absolve your colleagues ! Own their injured worth ! 
And purge their slanderers from you, purge from earth ! 
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Enact it^ instant ! 

BARRERE. 

Citizen Saint-Just! 
Where arms are present, laws are ill discussed. 
Lead off your soldiers, off your batteries lead, 
And hope all, France can yield, and justice need ! 

ST. JUST. 

With grape our cannon to the muzzles teem. 
Matches blaze near ; and, by the Great, Supreme, 
Your souls shall instant prove the sleep etem. 
Unless your instant votes a respite earn. 
Ho ! Grenadiers of Saint- Antoine, advance ! 
Saint-Marceau's Yagers, musketoon and lance. 
Forward! 

DBPUTIES. 

Back! Halt! 

ST. JUST. 

Present ! 

DEPUTIES. 

Behold our hearts ! 
But back ! Respect the rights this place imparts ! 
p F 
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Respect your Laws ! Respect the People's choice ! 

ST. JUST. 

You servants of the People, hear their voice ! 
Here, in full sovereignty, the People hold 
Their bed of justice. Is their will enrolled ? 

BARRERE. 

Presumptuous man ! 'Tis mine to answer thee, 

For these, and every tongue from sea to sea. 

Impersonated empire holds these seats. 

France sits here. Here the whole Republic meets. 

What pikes are those yon parricides advance? 

Who dares affront the Deputies of France ? 

That represent her rank, her ensigns wear. 

And ah ! may wield her vengeance. Back ! beware ! 

Lest France in anger so avenge your guilt, 

Man shall doubt where your Babylon was built. 

Misguided youths ! Retire, while grace abides. 

Lest, as a city sinks where earth divides. 
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You fill the abyss, this edict opens — 

DEPUTIES. 

Hear! 
Read! 

BARRERE. 

France decrees — Saint-Just and Robespierre 
Are outlaws. 

DEPUTIES. 

Outlaws! Past! Decreed! Retire! 
Outlaw! 

ST. JUST. 

Fire, Saint- Antoine ! Saint-Marceau, fire ! 

DEPUTIES. 

Outlaw ! 

ST. JUST. 

What palsy has their arm overpowered ! 
Saint-Marceau ! Saint- Antoine ! Oh slave and coward ! 
ff2 
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DEPUTIES. 

SaintJust is outlawed! 

ST. JUST. 

Heniiot ! Ho^ without ! 
Artillery^ fire ! Exterminate this rout ! 
Fire ! nor regard these cravens who decline — 
Launch all your lightning, through their hreasts and 
mine ! 

DEPUTIES. 

Arrest that outlaw ! 

ST. JUST. 

Traitors ! Henriot raves. 
They flinch. They quail. Emancipated slaves ! 
Whose worth the aristocrat appreciates better — 
What arms, what ages, can such souls unfetter ? 
Woe, woe for France ! Here civil war begins. 
Thieves ! you shall have it. Come then, Jacobins, 
For once with pike unfleshed, and cannon dumb. 
Reserve your powers for worthier scenes to come 
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Seek we the Commime^ and those scenes contrive — 
Scenes^ none, alas ! bat victors can survive. 
Ah Robespierre, be fooled no more by forms ! 
'Tis bat thy impulse now can sway the storm's. 

DEPUTIES. 

Live the Republic ! 

BARRERE. 

Citizens, withdraw ! 
Woe to the wretch that wrestles with the law ! 
Go, guard its pale ! Respect these sacred bowers ! 
Resume your honest toils ! and leave us ours ! 
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SCENE V. 

BARRfiRE. D'ANGLAS. VARENNES. MERLIN. 
TERESA. DEPUTIES. 



DEPUTIES. 

Well done ! Barr^re— 



BARRERE. 

Good Citizens, well done ! 
They quench the match. They lumber up the gun. 
Like streams when cisterns burst, the Foot dissever. 
The Horse sheathe sabres, shouting " France for ever!" 
How Henriot hacks the air ! A hand is waved — 
St. Just's ! Retreat is sounded. We are saved. 
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They wheel, they march, they seek the Commune's den. 

D'ANGLAS. 

Thanks from us all ! 

DEPUTIES. 

From every Citizen ! 
Live the Republic ! Thanks ! 

BARRERE. 

None yet are due. 
Is this thing finished ? Foes retreat : pursue ! 
No more half measures. Pause not here a minute. 
The serpents seek their cavern : crush them in it ! 
WhowilltoThuriot? 

MERLIN. 

I will. 

BARRERE. 

Let him wreak 
Ere mom this edict. Who will Tallien seek ? 
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T£RESA. 

Make me that messenger ! 

BikRRERB. 

Bid Tallien fly. 
And let sleep never seal an outlaw's eye, 
Till sleep eternal. Morning must not see 
One traitor living. 

TERESA. 

Give me your decree ! 
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SCENE VI. 

BARRERE. D'ANGLAS. VARENNES. DEPUTIES. 

d'anglas. 
The tocsiu through the east renews its toll, 
As yet unmixed with cannon, but their roll, 
On bickering wheels, like distant thunder, groans. 
Hoofs, hurtling as a hailstorm, smite the stones. 
And nearer throbs through earth the measured thump 
Of thick battalions — 

barre're. 
There goes Thuriot's trump ! 
His sections come. They hail us — 

CHEERS WITHOUT. 

Arm for France ! 
Live the Convention ! 

BARRERE. 

Gallant hearts, advance ! 

G G 
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To rescue both^ and save yourselves no less. 
The flame, that rages, ruin must suppress. 
The flame, that smoulders, may be trod to earth. 
Speed on ! and fortune side for once with worth ! 



D ANQLAS. 

Brief be their labours ! What remains for ours ? 
E'en make all outlaws, who usurp your powers — 
All, who in arms your ministers resist — 
All, who in throngs disperse not, once dismissed. 



DEPUTIES. 

Decreed ! To battle ! Let us share its chance ! 



bakre're. 
Leave not the post appointed you by France ! 
Your power, like steam's, depends on where employed. 
Beware you leave again these benches void ! 
Lest foes rush hither, in your name and stead. 
To cancel your decrees. The flame may spread. 
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And need new ruins^ as its threats advance. 

d'anqlas. 
Already I demand, we cite all France 
To rise, as clouds, and circling round this hall. 
Save the Convention, or avenge its fall. 

CHEERS WITHOUT. 

Live the Convention ! 



Q q2 
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SCENE VII. 

TERESA. BARRilRE. D'ANGLAS. VARENNES. 
DEPUTIES. 

TERESA. 

Citizens, 'tis done ! 
Victory ! 'Tis yours ! — ^without a battle won ! 
Without a blow ! You triumphed by a word. 

DEPUTIES. 

How ? Where ? What is it you have seen and heard ? 

TERESA. 

The People break their idols, as they made. 
Faction disarms. The traitors are betrayed, 
And outlaws in the Guild beleaguered fast. 

DEPUTIES. 

But tell, tell all you witnessed, all has past ! 
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TERESA. 

Saint-Just^ hence hastening to the Commune's towers^ 
With horse and foot^ had marshalled there his powers— 
In van were piled Saint-Marceau's iron ranks^ 
And Saint- Antoine with rifles clothed the flanks. 
Blades bristled^ as a comfleld^ ridge on ridge : 
Cannons^ like ban-dogs, gaped o'er quay and bridge : 
Red torches flashed, redoubled in the flood : 
Drums growled, and red caps hooted ^' Bread and 

blood!" 
But Tallien dared not pause, nor Bourdon deigned, 
Though Thuriot's trump now told the power he 

trained. 
"Forward!" three thousand cheered, and poured to 

fight. 
Each door they passed, each window, flashed to light ; 
And filled with relatives of victims slain, 
Whose ghosts in gleams seemed flickering o'er the train. 
" 'Tis time !" men cried : and women faltered pale — 
" Fight for it ! now ! all perish, if you fail." 
We reached the Guild. Steel serried up the van. 
" Chaise 1" was the cry— But ere the rush began — 
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In rage to hear jour edict was denied^ 

Forth sallied, rapt by France, from Tallien's side. 

Your messenger, in shrine of womanhood — 

She sought the cannon's mouth, before it stood. 

And shouted — " Citizens, ere blood be shed, 

" Lo, the Convention's edict ! Hear it read ! 

^^ Saint- Just and Robespierre are outlaws. Ally 

" Who fight beneath their banner ^ share their faW^ 

It pealed with more than human voice empowered. 

Ranks waved as reeds, hearts faltered, faces cowered. 

It spread, like echo's, like the electric force. 

Some sat down mute ; some clustered murmuring 

hoarse ; 
Some unfixed bayonets. A cry burst out — 
" Live the Convention !" Myriads joined the shout. 
Instant the cannoneers their guns reversed, 
And pointed towards the Commune. Henriot cursed 
And hacked in vain, then staggered up the gate. 
To join his comrades, and announce their fate. 
Here hangs the event, till torchlight yield to mom. 
I was sped hither. For the hope forlorn. 
The storm-drum rolls : and Tallien heads the quire. 
To charge, where crypts, 'tis mmoured, teem with fire. 
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Victors and vanquished, in one wreck, to blend. 
Too well such crimes and courage suit that end : 
Courage, that flies from justice to the grave. 
And crimes, that from beyond it smite the brave. 
Thus, while earth trembles prone, in gloom and glare, 
Meek mom, like penance, pales the eastern air. 

DEPUTIES. 

Daughter of France, oh worthiest of your birth ! 
Thanks to your courage ! Thanks to Tallien's worth ! 

TERESA. 

Ah ! lest the explosion any instant thunder, 

Pile wreck on wreck, and Tallien's tomb thereunder ! 

BARK^RE. 

Hope! Hark! 

CHEERS WITHOUT. 

live Tallien ! 

BARRERE. 

Triumph strikes the drums ! 
Borne on the People's shoulders, Tallien comes. 
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SCENE VIII, 

TALLIEN. MERLIN. TERESA. BARR^RE. D'ANGLAS. 
VARENNES. DEPUTIES. GUARDS. 



DEPUTIES. 

Honour to Tallien ! France owes more to none. 

TALLIEN. 

Live the Convention ! Its commands are done. 

I sheathe the sword, their execution bared. 

All flame of war is quenched : all ruin spared : 

All bloody save only of the guiltiest men. 

Carnage and spoil they plotted in their den. 

Till Henriot, entering, blurted " AU is lost!" 

" By thee, and, coward, thou shalt pay the cost !" 

Exclaimed Saint-Just, " Down ! Perish there in mud ! 

" Nor stain our scafibld with a drunkard's blood !" 

Then seized him dumb, and dragging by the throat. 

Hurled from the window, headlong to the moat. 
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We^ at that instant, burst their door, and entered. 
The rebel heads were round a table centred* 
Some scowled, nor moved : some rose, and fled apart, 
licbas discharged a pistol through his heart. 
" Death to the Tyrant !" was our column's cry. 
His brother leaped the balcony — to die. 
Beneath the board crept Couthon — to despair. 
"Where's Robespierre?" A wild voice answered 

"There!" 
A second pistol pealed : I turned, and saw — 
Bowed to the board, blood streaming from his jaw — 
Whether by his or other hands, is doubted — 
But " There lies Robespierre !" the same voice shouted. 
The bullet missed his brain. In silent pride, 
Saint-Just threw down his pistols, and was tied. 
With broken legs, and blood from many a wound. 
On the moat's brink, young Robespierre was found, 
And Henriot, in the soil. And prisoners five. 
With — ^for a sixth— that suicide, arrive, 
The living, dead and dying, in one wain. 
Here, by those shouts, already comes the train. 

H H 
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POPULACE WITHOUT. 

Death to the Tyrant ! Death to Robespierre ! 

DEPUTIES. 

Away with him to death ! Arraign him here ! 
To the Tribunal ! To the Bar ! The gibbet ! 

BARRERE. 

Speed, Merlin, speed! Their entrance here prohibit ! 

MERLIN. 

The Tyrant's tongue shall outrage you no more. 
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SCENE IX. 

TALLIEN. D'ANGLAS. BARRERE. TERESA. 
DEPUTIES. 

TALLIEN. 

His guilty presence would pollute your floor ; 
But words no more escape his lips : nor sighs^ 
Nor signs attest what flashes from his eyes. 
Though thousands^ kin to innocents he slew, 
Swarmed round his funeral hither, with a hue, 
As sea-birds clamour o'er their drifting prey. 
Or wolves, a wounded bison holds at bay. 
Hags climbed his hearse. " Where is he ?" was the 

shout. 
Guards with theijiL naked sabres marked him out 
Each window beamed a sunburst : door and roof 
Were peopled, balconies bedecked with woof— 
Where women wreathed them chaplets, maid and 

mother. 
Waved kerchiefs, wept for joy, and kissed each other. 
hh2 
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While furies in the streets his victims named. 

And "Blood for blood!" and "Always blood!" 

exclaimed* 
Lo ! crones with pailfuls from the shambles scud. 
Till street and tumbrel seemed to swim in blood. 
Once the train stopped ; 'twas at the Tyrant's door : 
All danced a round^ and dashed the walls with gore. 
At this^ sole sign his agonies evince^ 
He closed his eyes -, and scarce has opened since. 
Come^ let us end those agonies : 'tis time. 
What place now^ but the scaffold^ suits his crime ? 
What bar his sentence^ but, as France decreed^ 
The dread Tribunal's ? Send him there to plead. 
As the brass bull^ that bellowed o'er a fire^ 
To enclose the inventor first, and last the buyer, 
Him let his own vile minions there condemn, 
And France in time take cognizance of them. 



ACT V. SCENE X. 237 



SCENE X. 

MERLIN. TALLIEN. D'ANGLAS." BARRERE. 
TERESA. DEPUTIES. 



POPULACE WITHOUT. 

Monster ! 

MERLIN. 

He lies there, in your ante-room. 
He, who here marked you yesterday for doom, 
Lies at your threshold, on a table spread, 
With bandaged jaws, a block beneath his head — 
Dressed in the self-same garb he wore, high-priest, 
To recognize his God, and hold the feast — 
As lies an eagle, hurled from sunward height 
By shot, that maimed his golden fans of might — 
In gyves, his plumage torn, and foul with stains 
Of soil and blood, his dying eye disdains — 
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Unmovedy save when in vinegar he dips 

And lifts a rag, to bathe his burning lips — 

Or faintly tries a pistol's ftirry sheath, 

To staunch the blood still oozing o'er his teeth — 

His eyelids shut, or half at times elate 

To espy some kindnesSy but to close on hate — 

Else without sign of suffering, sternly dumb, 

He hears, sees, suffers all, and all to come. 

Crowds, entering, pass the rest, to gaze on him : 

With menace some to rend him limb from limb ; 

Others with taunts or curses ; all with glee. 

Had ever tyrant fall so dread, as he ? 

He, at whose word a nation held its breath ; 

Whose look was terror's, and whose signal death ; 

He, whom no power, no bloodshed, could suffice. 

An outlaw at your door for sentence lies. 

What is your will ? 

DEPUTIES. 

No tyrant in this Hall ! 
To death, to death ! Off with him ! Off with all ! 
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BARR^RE. 

But Terror's reign is o'er, the law's begun : 
And laws have forms, and outlawry has one. 
Which needs he here fulfil, or forfeit far ? 
Unfold those doors ! Your threshold be your bar ! 
Identify them there, and thence dismiss. 
And spare yourselves the storm of howl and hiss, 
That, like a cataract's, doubles on their ears. 
Till the last precipice leave the world to cheers. 

DEPUTIES. 

Unfold the door ! So be it, since we must ! 

TALLIEN. 

Superfluous forms, and little to my gust ! 
Stand we apart, Teresa ! 

TERESA. 

Can they brook 
To insult a fallen foe with e'en a look ? 
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SCENE XI. 

ROBESPIERRE. ST. JUST. COUTHON. AUGUSTINE 
ROBESPIERRE. OTHER PRISONERS. POPULACE. 
BARRERE. TALLIEN. TERESA. D'ANGLAS. 
MERLIN. VARENNES. DEPUTIES. GUARDS. 



To the Tribunal ! 



To death ! 



VOICE. 
POPULACE. 

Limb from limb be rent ! 

VOICE. 



POPULACE. 

To death ! 



VOICE. 

The way his victims went ! 
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POPULACE. 

The victims' way ! 

DEPUTIES. 

I 



BARRERE. 

France demands — 

POPULACE. 

His head ! 



BARRERE. 

Thy name, profession — 

POPULACE. 

Terror, Blood and bread— 

BARRERE. 

And dwelling ! Art thou — 

POPULACE. 

The grim tyrant Death — 
The King of terrors — 

DEPUTIES. 

Peace ! Tis waste of breath. 
1 1 
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BARRERE. 

Art Maximilian — 

POPULACE. 

Legion is his name — 
His dwelling's in the tombs — 

DEPUTIES. 

Be still ! For shame ! 
Peace! 

BARRERE. 

Art thou Maximilian Robespierre ? 

DEPUTIES. 

He will not speak. 'Tis useless. On ! 

BARRERE. 

Dost hear? 
Is Maximilian Robespierre thy name ? 

DEPUTIES. 

Enough ! The next ! 

BARRERE. 

Art thou Saint-Just ? 

ST. JUST. 

The same. 
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And same to him, now pale and prostrate here, 
As when all served him. Yes, 'tis Robespierre. 
Whose mute contempt is all this scene is worth. 
'Tis Robespierre. Name, known to France and earth. 
The Robespierre, whose impress both shall hold. 
The Incorrupt — whom thou, Barr^re, hast sold. 
His power I shared; his views I deemed divine: 
His fate I challenge, nor would change for thine. 
Nay, I leave life, at summer's dawn, with glee. 
Earth has no dwelling place, but France, for me : 
Nor France a home less hated than the grave's. 
Now France is sold to oligarchs, by slaves. 
The game is yours. Existence was the stake. 
We played but ill. You claim the forfeit — ^Take ! 
Our heads, and ah ! our honour and fair fame. 
Are spoils of conquest, and the conqueror's claim. 
The world will judge us, but hear you alone. 
A century may revolve, ere truth be known. 
Our foes ne'er solved the problem, they condemn. 
We formed a Commonwealth too pure for them ; 
Yet eased, an hour, the necks with labour bowed, 
And laid their load of misery, on the proud. 
ii2 
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But earth pursues her shadow ; toil its quern. 
Floods ebb. Spring opened early ; frosts return. 
Go ! yet an age, deform and darken earth ! 
Call riches rights ; exult in rank and birth. 
Debauch by vice, by ignorance degrade, 
And spurn your equals for the wreck you made. 
Or mock with alms, the poor you pillage thus — 
No matter ! Day will rise ; but not on us. 
Yet hear me, you, whose voices there are hired. 
To sentence us for blood yourselves required — 
Varennes and D'Herbois, whose deserts we bear. 
And you, two-faced and double-tonged Barr^re, 
Think not the victory, you have given, will give 
To you its guerdon ! Our avengers live. 
The wolf, whose throat you freed, already recks 
His thanks too many, not to have nipped your necks. 
Now, if this scene has sated whom it supped. 
Despatch ! Unite me with the Incorrupt ! 
'Tis time our martyrdom was closed, and palled, 
In that sweet sleep, Lebas has well forestalled. 
Adieu ! As day divides from night, we sever. 
This mom makes peace and freedom mine for ever. 
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BARRERE. 

Is Couthon there ? 

COUTHON. 

He is. And Henriot near^ 
Half stripped, half conscious, fills the blood-stained bier, 
By what in life Lebas inspired with truth, 
And Robespierre the younger — lU-staired youth ! 
Whose innocence can reason deign discuss ? 
Yet could your justice ne'er discern from us. 
Who vaunt we merited your hate. But strike ! 
We all accept, and welcome fate alike. 
Let this abridge a mockery, death must close. 
Earth, as it drinks our blood, absorbs our woes : 
And the grave swallows, in its burning jaws, 
Our cares and ashes. But our works and cause 
What fire shall dissipate, what dust absorb ? 
Beware you doubt the crescent fills its orb ! 
Like which, our spirit now has wings unfurled, 
To compass earth, and brood above the world, 
Inspiring toil o'ertasked, and want oppressed, 
And kindling vengeance in each virtuous breast; 
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As teems the tilth, as bread ferments with leaven, 
As the cloud swells till thunder bursts from heaven. 
And as calm follows, and earth changes hue, 
Mankind shaU one day own our worth. Adieu ! 
Time and events take charge of our defence. 

BARRERE. 

Bear llobespierre, and his associates, hence, 
To the Tribunal's bar ! 

POPULACE. 

To death's ! 'Tis one. 
Live the Convention ! 

DEPUTIES. 

Let its doom be done ! 

POPULACE. 

To justice ! Live the Commonwealth ! Live France ! 
Away I 

ONE OF THE POPULACE. 

Where is he ? 

ANOTHER. 

There ! 

ANOTHER. 

He feigns a trance. 
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VOICE, 

To the Tribunal's bar ! To death's ! 

POPULACE. 

Away ! 
To death's tribunal ! Wreak his doom, ere day ! 

ONE OF THE POPULACE. 

I've seen him erst — 

ANOTHER. 

And I, in many a dream— 

ANOTHER. 

I, when he recognized his Great Supreme, 
And man's immortal soul, with rites so odd. 
He's changed. 

VOICE. 

Aye, Robespierre, there is a God ! 

ONE OF THE POPULACE. 

He lifts his eyes. He cannot close his ears. 

ANOTHER. 

God lives at least in such a miscreant's fears. 
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' ANOTHER. 

His Oreat Supreme could tolerate him no more. 

ANOTHER. 

And Nature's voice cries out from every core — 

VOICE. 

To the Tribunal's bar ! To Death's ! And then— 

ONE OF THE POPULACE. 

Aye, woe the immortal souls of impious men ! 

ANOTHER. 

Wretch, give me back my sire ! 

ANOTHER. 

Suspicious coward ! 
Give me the sons thy guillotine devoured. 

ANOTHER. 

Give me my husband ! 

ANOTHER. 

Me mine innocent wife ! 
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ANOTHER. 

And me my daughter's honour, not her life. 

ANOTHER. 

Tear out his soul ! 

GUARD. 

Good people, stand apart ! 
Nor rob the scaffold. Forward ! 

VOICE. 

To the cart! 

ONE OF THE POPULACE. 

Stay! Strew his hearse ! When this cymar was stained, 
Blood from Saint- Amaranthe's whole house was drained. 

ANOTHER. 

These locks were Bailly^s ! bear them to the abyss ! 

ANOTHER. 

The Abbess of Montmartre sends you this ! 
From where her death-hymn followed eveiy nun. 

ANOTHER. 

And this the white-robed virgins of Verdun, 

K K 



250 ROBESPIERRE. 

Like lilies in a basket, borne to wither. 

ANOTHER. 

Halt ! Robespierre must see me ! 

ANOTHER. 

Let me thither ! 
I have one word to whisper in his ear — 

ANOTHER. 

And I a tale, 'twould whiten night to hear. 

ANOTHER. 

Go, with my curse — 

ANOTHER. 

With mine — 

ANOTHER. 

With mine, depart ! 

VOICE. 

Tyrant I thy blood intoxicates my iieart. 

Go ! whelmed with curses, more than tongue can tell, 

Assassin of mankind, descend to Hell ! 
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SCENE XIL 

TALLIEN. TERESA. BARRERE. D'ANGLAS. 
VARENNES. MERLIN. DEPUTIES. 

TERESA. 

A dreadful death-bed ! 

TALLIEN. 

Shut^ shut out the din ! 

TERESA. 

For them, the tprtures of the damned begin, 

d'anqlas. 
Heard you the voice, that last overwhelmed his hearse ? 

TERESA. 

Voice, that before preluded many a curse ? 
kk2 



2o2 ROBESPIERRE. 

T ALLIEN. 

I beard. 

TERESA. 

And saw you not a phantom's form, 
That, genius of the moment, drove the storm ? 

TALLIEN. 

I saw. 

MERLIN. 

Night startled at her arm uptost, 
And sneers betrayed the Tyrant's face to frost. 

BARRERE. 

'Tis a strange maniac. Thrice she crossed my road, 
Scarce two nights since, near Robespierre's abode. 
With curse and menace. Long her friends have missed 
her — 

MERLIN. 

You know her ? Name ! 

BARRERE. 

'Tis Robespierre's own sister. 
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TERESA. 

Pardon ! That phantom woke me yester morning — 
I thought her mad, but truth was in her warning — 
'Tis Clare, a nun, Montmartre's abbey veiled, 
And the Force harbours, since the convent failed. 

TALLIEN. 

Montmartre's nuns all perished by the blade. 
But, yester mom, e'en such a voice and shade 
Loomed at my door, with words the event has sped — 
I asked her name : she answered " France,'' and fled. 
And yester noon such voice the Assembly thrilled : 
And such pealed o'er yon Tyrant, in the Guild — 

MERLIN. 

And led our columns, like a banner's flame. 
And many have met her erst, but none can name. 
She haunts the cloister's wreck, where owlets perch. 
The roofless castle, and the desolate church. 
The cells all know her. Every lamp and wall, 
That death has darkened, startles to her call. 
She moans at midnight on the scaflbld's stair : 
And gleams o'er new made graves, and echoes there. 
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d'anqlas. 
The selfHsame shape and yoice my footsteps stemmed 
To Tallien's gate— 

POPULACE WITHOUT. 

Make way ! Convict ! Condemned ! 
Live the Republic ! 

BARRERE. 

Fouquier for despatch ! 

POPULACE WITHOUT. 

JAve the Convention ! Forward ! Speed the batch ! 

MERLIN. 

They pass. And see ! the gibbet rears its bar, 
In twilight's path, beneath the morning star. 
Where Freedom's statue stands : and many a friend 
Has stained that altar, foes must now ascend. 
Wide round, what myriads swarm, as bees to hive ! 
The wain has reached the steps, with felons five. 
Guards gird the stage. Above, two headsmen wait. 
With sleeves stripped up. The cleaver climbs elate. 
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No pause — 

VARENNES. 

Who suffers first? 

MERLIN. 

Saint-Just is becked. 
He mounts the stairs^ bare-headed, and bare-necked, 
Hair cropped, hands bound. His eagle-glance ascends, 
To mom's bright planet, from the knife — He bends — 
The plank has met, has caught him in its fold — 
Prone with its prey 'tis toward the basket rolled— 

TALLIEN. 

My heart nigh faints — 

TERESA. 

Support me ! mine will burst. 

MERLIN. 

Hush! 

b'anqlas. 
What a dread, dull, slaughterous stroke ! 

VARENNES. 

The first! 
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BARRERE. 

Thine axe, oh juBtice, rings : and felons fall. 
That mocked thee, martyred us, and menaced all. 

TALLIEN. 

Place your palms thus ! ^Twill half your hearing seal. 

TERESA. 

Wrap round my head ! Stand nearer ! Let me kneel. 

And pour for parting souls, and mercy's sake, 

The prayer, none else, not e'en themselves, may make. 

VARENNES. 

Who next ? 

MERLIN. 

Lame Couthon, abject as a toad. 
Has halted to the stage with blood o'erflowed. 
Linked to the balk, they roll him towards the groove. 
His shoulders cross it. Back the rollers move. 
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Hia head comes short. 

d'axglas. 
What moments there are reckoned ! 

MERLIN. 

They turn him on his side — That serves — 

VARENNBS. 

The second ! 

d'anglas. 
There died a monster both in mien and mind, 
Doting on dogs, and massacring mankind, 
In voice the calm, in spirit ocean vexed. 
To engulph a world. His storm is stilled. 

VARENNES. 

Who next? 

MERLIN. 

The Tyrant's brother, flower of broken stalk. 
Borne up by guards, has reached the bloody balk. 

L L 
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The headsmen lift him to the mark. They gird^ 
They bend, posh, plant him. Now! clink! flash! 

VARENNES. 

The third I 

BARRERE. 

At every stroke, mom brightens, belfries rise, 

And domes, through darkness struggling, greet the skies. 

YARENNES. 

Who next? 

MERLIN. 

Bereft of all, that marked his rank. 
Dragged by his arms, legs trailing, to the plank. 
Half dead, half drunk, now knotted in the links, 
Prone, as an ox in shambles, Henriot sinks. 
Aloft the red axe, rising, drips with gore. 
His bare neck takes the eaves. He struggle 



VARENNES. 



Four! 
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Now Robespierre ! 

MERLIN. 

He opens eyes, at last. 
He rises, leaves the cart, looks up aghast — 



BARRERE. 

Let me too witness, lest I doubt his death. 
Hear ye France hissing with a tempest's breath ? 
Up stairs he lifts alert his bandaged jaws — 
Confronts the plank — How now? The hangmen pause ! 

POPULACE WITHOUT. 

Descend to Hell ! Tear off the bandage ! 

ROBESPIERRE WITHOUT. 

Hell! 

DEPUTIES. 

Ah ! Heard man ever such a horrible yell ! 
ll2 
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What is'ty has happened ? 



MBBLIN. 

Sight, I scarce survive — 

BARRERE. 

His jaws, unbandaged, burst asunder — 

VARENNES. 

Five! 

BARRERE. 

France breathes — earth blossoms — heaven expands 

above — 
Man wakes — oh once more welcome life and love ! 
What dreams have passed ! What phantoms fled, as 

night! 
Ho ! hills, and isles, array yourselves with light ! 

TERESA. 

Was Robespierre's the scream, that pierced my ears. 
As from the bottomless pit ? 

TALLIEN. 

E'en Robespierre's. 
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Reaving his bandage wrung from him that one, 
Dread cry of suffering — ended — 

d'anglas. 

Nay, begun. 
Foretasting pangs forever to be wreaked, 
He startled at the abyss's brink, and shrieked. 
And hailed, agape with horror and surprise. 
The unquenchable flame, and worm that never dies. 

MERLIN. 

One hangman holds the head up, by its hairs — 
Heavens ! how it scowls, it gnashes, and it glares. 

POPULACE WITHOUT. 

Descend to Hell ! Behold the Tyrant's head ! 
France ! Freedom ! Life ! 

MERLIN. 

Such cries might wake the dead. 

BARRERE. 

But earth holds fast the flushes it has supped : 
Nor spares corruption e'en the Incorrupt. 
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They're gone — as perish weeds^ that scythes dissever, 
As thorns, that flames enyelope— gone for ever ! 
Gone, dust to dust, and clay to kindred clods ! 

TERESA. 

They're gone to judgment ! 

BARRERE. 

Whose, I prithee ? 

TERESA. 

God's ! 
His grace suffice ! 

TALLIEN. 

. They're gone — man knows not whither — 
Let their works follow them ! their memory wither ! 
On earth, be echo of their voice unknown I 
Untraced their transit ! as the snake's on stone. 
The shark's through sea, for prey a hammock shrouds, 
Or vulture's flight, where battle taints the clouds. 
Perish the example of their dire endeavour ! 
Perish their counsel, as a fit's, forever ! 
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Their barbarous tastes, their principles accurst, 
Their cant of virtue, when their crimes were worst. 
Their seeming wise, when ignorant as the mud, 
Their wolfish thirst, and wastefulness, of blood ! 

d'anglas. 
Or serve their names, as beacons mark a reef ! 
As skeletons impaled, to fright the thief- 
Racks, shown in ruins where a monster swayed. 
Or fossils of a beast ere man was made ! 

TALLIEN. 

Come, let us home, and gratulate our friends — 
The homicides are slain, and Terror ends. 
Heal we the wounds, they left us to deplore. 
And this day open every prisoner's door ! 

TERESA. 

But how make man amends for hopes betrayed— 
A realm grown brutish as its Heir was made. 
The silver cord dissolved of social order. 
And the bowl broken at the fountain's border ; 
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The keimel drained to outrage life refined. 

And history stored with types, that shame mankind ? 

TALLIBN. 

Yet bees draw honey from the banewort's juice. 
Pests know their mission ; hurricanes have use. 
Earth changes noisome things, to com and wine. 
And crime and shame serve purposes divine. 

MERLIN. 

Nor needs my country disavow this age ; 
Nor history rend the Revolution's page. 
Though stained with blood, from ignominy freed, 
It teems with lessons Kings and men should read. 
What was it turned earth's torrents, as a sluice, 
Through stalls corrupt with ages of abuse ; 
Burst the Bastile ; set human rights at large ; 
Recrowned the Monarch ; made those rights his charge, 
And laws his liege ? The Revolution did it. 
The Revolution too— <^uld laws forbid it ? 
To wrest those rights, from custody so frail, 
Stormed the King's palace, bore him thence to gaol ; 
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And, mad at menace, his deliverers sped, 
For gage of battle threw them down his head ; 
Stamped, and called millions up from earth to arms : 
And ah ! fresh furies answering fresh alarms. 
Devoured its sons, like Saturn, but, like Jove, 
Whelmed the proud Titans, with the hills, they hove. 
Till pity, dangers past, succeeded wrath. 
Resistless still, though retrograde, the path. 
They, who withstood, have perished in their crimes, 
And we, who welcomed, guard for happier times. 
Creation's work rolls on ; all nature moves ; 
Earth travails ; truth advances ; art improves : 
E'en man's own brain to nobler types transcends, 
And man still sallies toward his glorious ends. 
Recoil gives impulse : rest but freshens force. 
Time vibrates, like the moon, but holds its course. 
Days pass, we perish — Man, like time, endures. 
March on, oh Man ! thy progress fate secures : 
Renew thy youth, and perfect thee, and live, 
To accomplish all, the infinity can give, 
The ideal crave— Yon galaxy, unfurled 
By lens on lens, discovers world on world — 

M M 
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The thunder owns a barrier — ^pest a charm — 
Steam's iron giants ply the unwearied arm — 
Earth's fossil depths reveal how all began — 
And who shall bound thy conquests ? Forward, Man ! 

d'anglas. 
Ah ! France has bled for rhapsodies like those, 
By wounds, dear Merlin, Heaven alone can close. 

TALLIEN. 

Yes, Merlin, your's are problems, time must solve : 
But now, let concord reign, and hope revolve. 
See, the sun's beams o'erpeer their eastern bar. 
On wings of gladness, sallying wide and far ! 
So, from this hour, shall France her brows adorn. 
To charm mankind and lighten — fair as mom. 
Supreme as noon, and bounteous as the spring. 

DEPUTIES. 

God save the Commonwealth ! 



TERESA. 

God save the King 



POSTSCRIPT. 



N. T. MOILFS ANSWER TO THE AUTHOR'S 
LETTER. 

My dear Friend, 

I HAVE hitherto delayed answering your 
letter, because it has given me some anxiety, as well 
on your account as my own. On yours, for there had 
existed till now, I thought, no indication that you 
were, for your sins, visited with poetic aspirations ; and 
on my account, because it was my consolation to be- 
lieve that, as none of our profession had ever followed 
my example, it might have served at least one useful 
purpose, in deterring others from yielding to the temp- 
tation, by which, however, you now seem to have been 
beguiled. After protesting, therefore, against being 
made responsible for the encouragement you would 
impute to me, let me, in answer nevertheless to your 
obliging letter, endeavour to oflTer you the only service 
remaining in my power. 

You have proceeded too far to listen to any reasons 
I might offer against publication. In such a case 
advice is difficult. Even the actual cautery would 

M M 2 



268 POSTSCRIPT. 

perhaps be no cure. Where an alteration of structure 
exists, the peccant part may immediately renew its 
growth. The only suggestion likely to be attended to 
is to promise you entire security with regard to your 
success. And this I can do, with less than the usual 
quackery of Consolation to the tremulous writer ; pro- 
Tided only you comply with the usual requisite of 
adopting the instruction. 

It has been remarked of old, that philosophy would 
be a very nice thing, if it did as much good to a man's 
self as it makes him do to others. Something of the 
converse may be said of poetry— that it would be well, 
if verse gave others the same pleasure it gives the versi- 
fier. There is indeed an obvious logic, by which the 
former aspiration may be proved a reality; but for 
the latter, I think Epictetus himself could not establish 
its truth. Yet he seems to have inculcated, in one of 
the Diatribes, what must appear to you and me the 
next best thing, that the poet, in order to be perfectly 
at ease about success, requires only either to be a lawyer 
himself, or take the opinion of one who is. And, as no 
prudent man would make a will, or execute a deed, 
without professional assistance to inform him of his 
rights and the consequences of his act, so should the 
author, before submitting his work to the public, be 
well informed how far the law of the land will give 
effect to his attempts, and what privileges in that 
respect it concedes to others. He will then under- 
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stand, that the approbation he so much desires rests 
only with the public to withhold or bestow ; and that 
the real cause of all his anxiety is but covetousness of 
what does not belong to himself. After that, he has 
but to observe the distinctions of meum and tuum^ and 
he will no longer crave what is the entire property of 
others, nor complain of that which depends wholly 
upon their will. Whenever, therefore, you feel curiosity 
about the reception of your tragedy, let me advise 
you neither to inquire of your acquaintance, nor to look 
into newspapers or magazines, but peruse that excellent 
chapter. There, you will never find your " labour 
of love " characterized as lovers labour lost, and con- 
sequently a theme, of which nobody now should have 
attempted to make a drama. There, never will the 
feeble praise, that your verses may please a certain 
number of persons, be embittered with the suggestion 
that that number may probably be the identical dualj 
which you have so timely discovered in English, 
among perhaps some other novelties. Nor yet, there, 
can the possibly stronger assurance, that your poetry 
has a good deal of spirit, be made to remind you 
that, in these days, a good deal of spirit is, like even 
the real Potheen, still-horn. For my pwn part, I 
I always resort to that book in moments of vexation; 

ji. and no visit to the fish-ponds, nor, what should answer 

I better perhaps, a visit to the Royal Academy's Exhi- 

bition, nor any ends of verse, nor other sayings of 



270 POSTSCRIPT. 

philosophers, can be more efficacious for consolation ; 
though many of these may otherwise be probably re- 
sorted to by you, before the season expires. 

After all, this seeming paradox of the Stoic contains 
a profound truth. It is the encountering and overcoming 
of difficulties in producing apparent beauty out of mis- 
shapen or uncongenial materials, that constitutes the 
great pleasure of such pursuits, and is their best success. 
This is quite independent of pride, vanity or ambition, 
or any adventitious or extrinsic result. Nor has the 
poor poet, impatient to publish, been so justly compared 
to the bear struggling to rout learned and unlearned, 
if once able to burst the bars of it's cage, as to the 
same animal licking its uncouth offspring into shape, 
and forming them to its own ideas of comeliness, irre- 
spective of the opinion of any, who would make them 
a sport or a prey. 

I receive with much complacency your remarks upon 
Philip the Second. They could scarcely have been 
different were it your own. Let me only in the same 
spirit suggest, that perhaps your verses are not quite 
invariably tagged with a perfect consonance of syllables; 
at least I doubt whether martyrdom and succumb 
rhyme very exactly ; though the difference is certainly 
not so great as between tweedledum and tweedledee, 

I observe that, in the fate of the Saint- Amaranthe 
family, you have preferred the old but erroneous 
account of the Annual Register, to the recent and 
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}ii: probably accurate statement of Lamartine. By this, 

re- the crime of ordering their sacrifice, as imputed by 

the former narrative, is reduced to the scarcely less 
ins criminal, though perhaps baser, offence of sufiering 

]g the massacre to be perpetrated by others, whom 

L?. Robespierre might have prevented, and whose motive 

le was thereby to wound himself. But the story in the 

f. Annual Register may perhaps have appeared to you 

I, more dramatic. It serves also, at the same time, as 

an example of even contemporary history's being in 
1 some instances mythical, and of the myth's giving to 

events and characters a representation no less just and 
more striking, than the truth itself. The Voice, which 
you have introduced, may, I presume, be supposed to 
bear the same relation, to either the threatening letters, 
with which Robespierre is known to have been perse- 
cuted, or to the remorse of his own conscience, which 
would probably accord with them in perfect unison. 
But upon the propriety of such impersonations I 
cannot venture an opinion. 

Your hint about Special Pleading is one that, I re- 
gret to say, I am unable to accept. That has become 
a drama, in which, contrary to all rules of either art, 
the catastrophe is now brought about in two acts, the 
Common Law Procedure Act, and the Act for esta- 
blishing County Courts. Perivit hcec arSj Judices ! 
And I am not without remorse, nor perhaps retribu- 
tion, for having ever spoken disrespectfully of John 
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Doe. The taste of the times seems irreclaimably set 
upon rough and rapid justice, scabrous hexameters, and 
trochaic ballads. A retrograde movement to the middle 
ages appears to prevail, not in literature only, but in 
architecture and painting, in even coiffure and dress, 
as well as in modes and tendencies ecclesiastical and 
political. Has not the influence of the Percy Relics 
been carried far enough? There are other relics, 
however, to which perhaps we may yet go back. 

But if I have piped to some who have not danced, 
let neither of us mourn to those who will not lament. 
You need not my best wishes for your success ? You 
need only remember upon what success depends. No 
man, says the Diatribe, is justly anxious about what 
lies entirely in his own power, to make the best use 
he can of his ideas. The use other people make 
of theirs depends wholly upon themselves And what 
lawyer can be at once so unjust and so unreasonable, as 
either to interfere with, or be afflicted by, their retain- 
ing and exercising an inalienable right? 

Ever sincerely your's, 

N. T. M. 

Temple, 29th May, 1854. 
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